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To the Right Honourable 


F 


Lord Marquis of Hartin ton, 
(Afterwards Duke of Devonſhire.) 


My LoR p, 
VERY body is now fo full of buſineſs, that 


things of this kind, which are gener-lly taken 


for the entertainme nt of leifure hours only, look like 


Impertinence and In'crruption, Iam jure it is a rea- 
ſon why I ouglit to beg your Lordſhip's pardon, for 
troubling you with this tingedy ; not but that poetry 
has alv a\ s been, and will ſtill be, the entertainment 
of all wife men, that have any delicacy in their know= 
ledge : Yet, at fo critical a junCture as this is, I muſt 
confeſs, | thi 5 your Lordinip ought to give intircly 
into thoſe public aflairs, which at this time Te. m to 
demand vou. Tt is that nappy turn which our 
Lordſhip has to mY „that right undcerttandi g of 
Your country's in -t, and that conſtant zcel to 
pur fue It, that; ju "Y thinking, that ftrong and perſua- 
Tr clocution, that firin at id generous refolution, 
whi. h upon all occafons you have fhewn in pigtia- 
ments ; and to achlthat which is the crowning, good 
quality, your Lordfhnip's continual adhcrence and 
unthaken loyalty to His pteſent Majcfty, which make 


you at this time fo neceſtary to the publie. I muſt 
gonſels (tho' there's no part in your Lord _ cha- 
racter but What che wo! 1d £ YOuIe: be fond Gt), I can= 
not help dit tinguiſbing - laſt inſtance very parti. 
cularly. It is doin i en 2 juſtice 10 
goodneſs, to zenten and to right reatun, thut 
potter] ty * ill believe there could be no man of 84 
ſenſe, but what mut have agreed with your Lordi. 


h 
in it. When 0 : NEXt age {hail read the hifiory of 


this, what excuſe can they make for tho who cid 
A 3 not 
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not admire a prince whoſe life has been a ſeries of 
good offices d ne to minkind? When they {hajl 
reckon up his labours from the battle of S-neft,, to 
ſome g'oriovs action which ſhall be his laſt (and 
which I therefore hope is very far removed from the 
preſent time), will they ever bc.lieve that he could 
have been too well loved, or too faithfully ſerved and 
d: fendedr The great things which he did before we 
had that immediate intereſt in him, which we now 
ba pily have, is a noble and juſt ſubject for panegy 
Tic; but as benefits done to others can never tuch 
us ſo ſenſibly as thoſe we receive ourſcIves, tho? the 
actions may be equally great; ſo, methinks, I can 
hardly have patience to run back to hi having ſaved 
his own country, when I conſider he has 55 done 
the ſame for us; Jet that be {ufficicnt to us, for all 
ve can t of him, or do for him. What dangers 
aud difficulties has he not ſtruggled through, tor the 
honour and fafety of theſe kin, doms ? *Tis a com- 
mon pratle, and what cvery one peaks, to ſay, he 
las conti Anal expoſed his life for his people: But 
tiicre are fome things more particular in his charac- 
tr, fome tings rarely found amongſt the policics of 
P;1nCes; a Zsal for religion, moderated by reaſon, 
without the rage and tre of perſecut'on; a chari— 
table compaition for thoſe who cannot be convinced, 
and an unalterable pertevcrance in thoſe e 
of whoſe truth he is ſatisſied; 3 a deſire of war for t. 
ſake of peace, and of peace for the good and "ain 
of his ſubjects equally with bis own; a pions care 
fo compnct1ny tactions, though to foment them n1n_kt 
make him orbitrar y; and a generous ambition, that 
aly aims at power, to enable him to do good to all 
the reſt of the world, I m ght add here, that in- 
violable and fcligious obſcrvance of his royal word, 
which the beſt part of the powers of Euwope have 
to frequsatly, and fo happily for themlelves, depend- 
ed upon in che greateſt einergencies; but as this vir- 
LUC 
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tue is gener ally reckoned as no more than th at com- 
mon honc! ity which the weg eſt man would bluſh to 
be without, ſo it can hardly claim a pl-ce amongſt 
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nothing can be more ſhocking to humanity, to d 
PC.'Ce: and order of 
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the world, no hing can 2pproac i 
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nearcr to that AN . Vane ate ot nate, 15 vet ch Vor 

man is to ent his fellow if he can after! um, than 

an avowed {iberty of breaking through til the malt ſo- 
ao * * _ « 

Jemn engagemnts of public fit, is ſometh ng 

thit brands a man ith au infemy winch fothiug 


can explain his meaning, he may prteft, and pre- 
tend to extenuate or wipe out; but tie world has oc 


nerally too much indigo, tion for the 3 to 8 
it at that eaſy rate. Miniſters and Seccctarics of 
ſt· - Fo my Annas tel Gen warts in 1322051; Is with 


as much pomp and flouriſh as the y pale : fancy 
tle common anſwer upon ſuch cccafions will always 
be, “ You have deceived us profsly, and we ne'tter 
can nor will truſt you a y wo- re. When this vice 
comes amonęſt men of the firſt rank, it is the more 


ſhockina, and I could with there were none luch to 


whoſe charge 1t might be laid, 

dome people (who do me a very great honour in 
it) have fancied, that, in the perſon of Tameilane, 1 
have alluded to the greateſt character of the preſent 
age. I don't know whether | ought not to app: e» 
he nd a great deal of danger from avowing a detign 
like that: It may be a tatk indeed worthy the great- 

e!t genius, whi h this or any other time has produced; 
5 therefore I ought not to ſtand the {hock of a pa- 
rallel, leſt it ſhuuld be ſeen, to my diſadvantage, 
how Fae the Hero has tranſcended the poet's thought. 
There are many features, it is true, in that great 
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man's life not unlike hi: M.jeſty; his courage, his 
piety, his m deration, his juſtice, and his fatherly 
love of his reop'e, hut, above all, his hate of tyranny 
and oppreſt 043 dis zealous care for the common 
good of manki id, c rry a large reſemblance or him: 
Several in-idents a e alise in their torire; and there 
w..nts nothing to his Majeſty but ſuch a deciding 
1Rory as t;.at by which Tamer'iane gave peace to 
the world; That i vet to come; bu Lhope we may 
real nably exp; & it from. the unanimity of the pre- 
ſent Par..ament, ad ſo formidahle a force as that 
unan mity will give life and vigour to. 
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like a Prince, who is fo juſtly the vb:ect of your 
Lordfti,,'s and indeed f the world's veneration, I 
pertuade my ſelf it will prevail with you to forgive 
every thing elle that you find amits: You will ex- 
cule the faults in writing, for the goodneſs of the in- 
ewt, i 1:70 too, vour Lordmip will not be dif- 
pleated that | rake this opportunity of renewing the 
honour which I formerly bad, to be known to your 
Lordihip and which ges ime at once the pleaiuie 
of expr fag ho'ej ſt and dutifal ſent ments I have 
for his Maſeſty, and that ſtiong inclination which 1 


have ways had to be tought, 
My Lord, 
Your Lordſhip's moſt obedient 
humble Servant, 
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O all the Mufe's warious lahours, none 

Ila ve laſied longer, or have big ger flown, 
Than thoſe that tell t. ef. me by anticnt heroes avon, 
II iih pleaſure Rome anc great Auguſtus heard 
& Arms and the man” fung 1 the Mantuan bard : 
In ſpite of time, the ſac red tony lives, 
Aud C.rſar and his empire flill ſurvives. 
Like him (tho) much 1 1 al to his /inme) 
5 authar makes a pious prince Li ome: 

uy a1! 't/ 5 the fore: . 7 nd int in dn be et 
Hal, FOU! 20. 4 A en "0 for 20 ſ. COU wh £70 1 
Ti et ſou? bt not fame, but Ode In feel 10 ls of Aer 4. 
Safe under him his hats. FA che Ja't, 
And griev'd, at & fea" ce, for their net gzhhumrs abe: 
Hbhilſt aui h ſucct a Jus kifh mo: arch ci, 
Like ſprracliug fame, . fi rm d the nations round; 
With ſurrrd ana fre be ford his imtious Way 
To late, priver, and uu al frvey; 
Some abfect late, for far, the tyrant joins 
Others, for gola, thr liberties rin, 
And vrnal prin: s fa/d! their riot divine: 
2 Hin ”, 50 SOT . e 
Sen- ani lanr, to give the d a feace. 
The here, raus il, afjerts th eee Cages 


- And to . far id the 1 255 * /ultier draus: 


Around in crowd; is waltan lead watt, 
Arxious for glory, and ſcare of fate ; 

N. pleas d, 0776 11297 $ to r cn his file, 
And prove ohas faith 
The Kae fathers, 25 2 in ſenates mitt, 
Afprove an cuterprix- 7 juſt, jo great; 


While with their prince”; arms, their voice thus join'd, 


Gains half the praiſe of hawing jav'd mankind. 
En in a circle, where, like this, the Fair 

Were met, the bright aſſemb y did declar e, 

Their 275 with one conſent, were for the war ; 

Each urg'd her lover to unſveathe his javord, 

And never ſpare a man who broke his avord. 

Thus fir'd, the brave on io the denger preſs ; 

Their arms were crown'd abroad with juft ſuci ei, 

Aud 64 Vat home with brauty, and qwith peace. 
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ACT I. SCENE Before Tamerlane's vent. 


Enter the Prince of Tanais, Zama, and Mirvan. 


Prince. ATL to the ſun! from whoſe returning light 
The chearfual ſoldier's arms new luttre take, 
To deck the pomp of battle. Oh, my friends! 
Was ever ſuch a glorioùs face of war? 
See, from this heiglit, how all Galatin's plains 
With nations numberlets are cover d o'er ; 
Who, like a deluge, hide the face of earth, 
And leave no object | in the vaſt horizon, 
But glitt'ring arms and 1xics, 

Ham. Our Allan world 
From this important day expects a lord; 
This day they hope an end of all their woes, 
Ot tyranny, of bondage, and opprethon, 
From our victorious emp'ror, Tamerlane. 

Mir. Well has our holy Alha mark'd him out 


Ihe ſcourge of Jawwlets pride, and dire ambition, 
Ahe great avencger of the groaning world, 
. 


Welt has he worn the ſacred cauſe of juſtice 

© Upon his proiy'rous word. Approving Heavy *n 
© Sl crown'd the righteous warrior with luccels; 
As it it laid, Go forth, and be my champion, 

* 'Fhou, moſt like me of alt my works below. 


* Pr, No luſt of rule, the common vice of kings, 


No furious zeal, intpir'd by hot-brain'd prieſis, 
in id „Cheatherclig 1101's Ee Danes 

, er dre u temp: rate CO! LAG 10 th * Held: 
But to 5e n inzur'd pedple 3 wrong. 


oe 1lave-the hs k one trom ans tirong oppreftor, 


6 is all his El! ( Ot ** . And * he fl he dran 3 
he ſword to puniſh, like retenting Heav'n, 
4 


He 1ſceims unwillit g to detace lis kind, 
Mir. So rich his "4oul j in cv IP virtuous grice, 
© That, had not nature made him great by bi th. 
et all t the brave had tough: him for their triend. 
The Chrittian prince, Axalla, micely bred; 
In poliſh'd arts of European courts, 
For any torſakes his native Italy, 

As 
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* And lives a happy exile in his ſervice, 

* tr, Pleas'd with the gentle manners of that prince, 
* Our mighty lord is lavuh to his friendſhip ; 
* Tho'i marand the artar lords repine, 
Aid loudly tax their monarch as too partial, 
Ham. tre the mid-hour of night, from tent to tent, 
U.-:eary'd. thro' the num'rous hoſt he paſt, 
Viewing with careful eyes each ſev'ral quarter; 
Whilſt from his looks, as from Divinity, 
The ſoldiers took preſuge, and cry'd, Lead on, 
Great Alha, and our emperor, lead on, 
To victory and everlaſting fame.“ 
Mir, Hear you of Pajazet * 
Pr. Late in the evening 
A ilave of near attendance on his perſon 
'Seap'd to our camp. From him we learn'd, the tyrant, 
With rage redoubled, for the fight prepares; 
Some accidental paſiion tres his breaſt 
(Love, as 'tis thought, tor a tair Grecian captive), 
And adds new horror to his native fury. 
For five returning tuns, ſcarce was he ſcen 
hy any the molt favour'd of his court, 
Put in laicivious eate, among his women, 
© Liv'd from the war retir'd; or elie alone, 
© In antlen mood, tat meditating plagues 
* Ant ruin to the world; ul: yeiter morn, 
Ike fire 1hit lab ring upwards rends the earth, 
Ile burit with fury from his tent, commanding 
6 Al! ſhould be ready tor the light this day. 

Han. | know his temper well, fince in his court, 
Companion of tac biave Axailas enibaity, 
ery d hi proud, impatient 
t ſuperior, cen of Heaven that made hun, 


* 


Soto 
5 Ot augh 
Fond of falt glary, of the ſavage pow'r 
Or. raling without realon, ot confounding 
ſaſt and unzun, by an unbounded 5.1; 
Bu whom religion, honour, all 1c: 8 
That ought to hold the ] 11 ring in zeace, 

Were heid the tricks ol ſt. 1% mars oi e princes, 
To draw their caty neighbouis to denruction. 

Mir. Thrice, by our law and prophet has he ſworn, 
© By the wor d's rd and Maker, la ing pcace 
« With our great maticr, and his royal friend 


G1 
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The 
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The Grecian emperor; as oft, regardleſs 

Of plighted faith, with moſt unkingly baſeneſs, 

Without a war proclaim'd or cauſe pretended, 

Flas ta'en th' eee. of their abſent arins, 

« To waite with word and fire their fruit ful ſields: 

Like ſome accurſed fiend, who, 'ſcap'd from Hell, 

Poiſons the balmy air thro' which he flies, 

© He blaſts the bearded corn, and loaded branches, 

The lab'ring hind's beſt hopes, and marks his way 
* with ruin.“ 

Pr, But fee his fate! The mighty Tamerlane 
Comes, like the proxy of enquiring Heav'n, 

To judge, and to redreſs. [ Flouri/h of trun} e's. 
Enter Tamerlane, guards, and ether alte ucluss. 

Tam. Yet, yet a little, and deſtructive Slaughter 
Shall rage around, and mar this bemnteous profpect, 
Pais but an hour, which ſtands betiwixt tne hvyes 
Of thouſunds and eternity, what change 
Shall haſty Death make in yon ghtt'ring plain? 

Oh, thou fell monſter, War! that in a moinent 
Lay'ſt watte che nobleſt part of the creation, 
The boaſt and maſter-piece of the great Maker, 
That wears in vain th* impreſſion ot his image, 
Unprivileg'd from thee. 
Heaita to our friends, and to our arms ſucceſs! 
[ To the Prince, Jama, and Muvan. 
Such as the cauſe for which we fight deicrves. 

Pr, Nor can we aſk beyond what Heaven beſtows, 

Preventing ſtill our withes, dce, great fir, 

'The univertal joy your ſoldiers wear, 

Omen of protp'rous battle. 

Impatient of the tedious night, in ams 

Watchful they ſtood, expecting on'ning das; 

And now are hardly by their leaders eld 

From darting on the foe. * Like a hot courſer, 

* That bounding paws the mould ring ſoil, ditdaining 
J he rein that checks him, eager tor the race.“ 

Tam, Yes, prince, I mean to gre a looſe to war. 

This morn Axalla, with my Parthian horte, 

Arrives to join me. He who, like a ſtorm, 

Swept wich his fly eng ſquadrons all the plain 

Between Augorta's walls and von tail mountiine, 

That ſeem to reach the clouds; and now be cines, 
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Loaden with ſpoils and conqueſt, to my aid. 
| 1 rumpets Ht ui. 


— 


Zam. Theſe trumpets ſpeak his pretence 
Enter Axa'la, who knecls to Tamerlane. 
Tam. Welcome! thou worthy partner of my laurels, 
Thou brother of my choice, a band more ficred 
Than nature's brittle tie. By holy friendſhip, 
Glory and fame ſtood ftill for thy arrival; 
My ſoul ſeem'd wanting in its better half, 
And languiſhi'd for thy abſence; like a prophet, 
That waits the inſpiration of his God.“ 
Ax, My emperor! My ever royal mailer! 
To whom my tecret ſoul more lowly bends, 
Than forins of outward worſhip can exprels ; 
How poorly does your ſoldier pay this goodneſs, 
Who wears his every hour of lite out for you! 
Yet tis his all, and what he has he offers ; 
Nor now diidain t* accept the gift he brings, 
Enter Selima, Moncies, Stratocles, priſoners ; guards, 
mules, Off 
This earneſt of your fortune. Sec, my lord, 
The nobleſt prize that ever gracd my arms! 
Approach, my fair 
7am. this is indeed to conquer, 
And well to be rewarded for thy conqueſt; 
Ihe bloom of op'ning flow'rs, unſully'd beauty, 
Sofrnets, and fweetett innocence ſhe wears, 
And looks hke nature in the world's firit ring. 
But tay, Axalla 
Sei. Nloſt renoun'd in war, [ Kneeling to Tam, 
Look with compatiion on a captive maid, 
'tho' born of hollile blood; nor let my birth, 
Deriv d from Eajazet, prevent that mercy 
Which cvery ſubject of your fortune finds, 
War is the province of ainbiitvus man, 
Wio tears the miſeruble world for empire; 
V/iiiit onr weak ſex, incapable of wrong, 
On cither fide claims privilege of ſafety. 
Tun, ¶ Raiſing ber.] Rite, royal maid ! the pride of 
hau; hty pow'r 
Pays homage, not receives it, from the fair. 
hy angry tather ficicely calls me forth, 
Aid urges we unwillingly to arms, 


Yet, 
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Yet, though our frowning battles menace death 
And mortal conflict, think not that we hold 
Thy innocence and virtue as our toe. 
Here, till the tate of Atta is decided, 
In taicty flay. To-morrow is your own, 
Nor grieve ior who may conquer, or who loſe ; 
Fortune on either ſide ſhall wait thy wishes. 
Sel. Where thall my wonder and my praiſe begin? 
From the ſucceisful labours of thy arms; 
Or trom a theme more ſoft and full of pcace, 
Thy mercy and thy gentleneſs ? Oh, Tamerlane! 
What can I pay thee tor this noble uſage, 
But grateful praiſc? So Heaven 1tielt is paid. 
Crive peace, ye Pow'rs above, peace to mankind ; 
Nor let my father wage unequal war 
Avainſt the force of ſuch united virtues, [proſpect 
Tait. Heav'n hear thy pious with !——But unce our 
Looks darkly on futurity, till Fate 
Determine for us, let thy beauty's ſafety 
Be my Axalla's care; in whole glad eyes 
I read what joy the pleaiing ſervice gives him. 
Is there amongtt thy other pris'ners aught (Z Axalla, 
Worthy our knowledge? | 
Ax, This brave man, my lord, Pointing to None 
With long reſiſtance held the combat doubtful. 
His party, prett with numbers, oon grew faint, 
And would have left their charge an ealy prey 
Wlilſt he alone, undaunted at the odds 
Tho hopelets to eicape, fought well and firmly; 
Nor yielded till, o'ermatch'd by many hands, 
Lic ſcem'd ro ſhame our conqueit, whilit he own'd it, 
Tan, Thou ipeak'it him as à toldier thould a toldier, 
k to the worth he finds. I would not war [Je Mon, 
With aught that wears thy virtuous ſtamp of greatneſs, 
* 5 Mer A: 
Thy habit ſpeaks thee Chriſtinn—Nay, yet more, 
Aly toul teems pleas'd to take acquaintance with thee, 
As it aliy*d to thine: perhaps 'tis ſympathy 
Ot honeſt minds; like ſtrings wound up in malic, 
V here, by one touch, both utter the {ame harmony, 
Why art thou then a friend to Bajazet ? 
And why my enemy? 
Mon. If human witdom 
Could point out every action of our lives, 
And ly, Let it be thus, in ſpite of fate 
Or 
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Or partial fortune, then I had not been 
The wretch I am. 

Tam. 'The brave meet every accident 
With equal minds. Think nobler of thy foes, 
Than to account thy chance in war an evil. 

Mon. Far, far from that: I rather hold it grievous 
That 1 was forc'd ev'n but to ſeem your enemy; 
Nor think the baſeneſs of a vanquith'd flave 
Moves me to flatter for precarious life, 

Or ill-bought freedom, when | iwear, by Heay'n, 
Were I to chooſe from all mankind a maiter, 
It ſhould be Tamerlane, 

Tam. A noble freedom | 
Dwells with the brave, unknown to fawning ſycophants, 
And claims a privilege of being belicy'd, 

I take thy pom as earneſt of thy friendſhip, 

Mon. Still you prevent the homage I ſhould offer. 

Oh, royal fir! let my misfortunes plead, 

And wipe away the hoitile mark L wore. 

] was, when not long ſince my fortune hail'd me, 
Bleis'd to my with; I was the prince Moneſes, 
Born and bred up to greatneſs: witneis the blood, 
Which, through ſucceſſive heroes veins, ally'd 
To our Greek emperors, roll d down to me, 

Feeds the bright flame of glory in my heart 

Tan. Ev'n that, that princely tie, thould bind thee 
If virtue were not more than all alliance. [to me, 

Mon. I have a ſiſter, Oh, ſevere remembrance ! 
Our noble houſe's, nay, her ſex's pride; 

Nor think my tongue too laviſh, it 1 ſpeak her 

Fair as the fame of virtve, and yet chaite 

As its cold precepts; wite beyond her ſex 

And blooming zouth; ſoft as forgiving mercy, 

Yet greatly brave and jealous for her honour ; 

Such as ſhe wis, to fay 1 barely lov'd her, 

Is poor to my fouls meaning. From our infancy 

There grew a mutual tenderneſs between us, 

Till not long fince her vous were kindly plighted 

To a zoung lord, the equal of her birth. 

The happy day as fix'd, and now approaching, 

When nathleſfs Priazet (upon whole: honour, 

In icleum treaty ziwen, the Greeks depended) 
3 With 
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With ſudden war broke in upon the countty, 
Secure of peace, and for defence unready. 
Tam. Let majeſty no more be held divine, 
Since kings, who are call'd gods, profane themſelves. 
Mon. Among the wretches, whom that deluge ſwept 
Away to flavery, myſelf and liſter, 
Then paſſing near the frontiers to the court, 
(Which waited for her nuptials) were ſurpris'd, 
And made the captives of the tyrant's pow'r. 
Soon as we reach'd his court, we found our uſage, 
Beyond what we expected, fair and noble ; 
was then the ſtorm of your victorious arms 
Look'd black, and ſeem'd to threaten, when he preſt me 
(By oft repeating inſtances) to draw 
My {word for him: but when he found my foul 
Ditdain'd his purpole, he more fierceiy told me, 
That my Arpaſia, my lov'd liſter's fate, 
Depended on my courage ſhewn tor him, 
J had long learnt to hold myſelf at nothing; 
But for her ſake, to ward the blow from her, 
bound my 1ervice to the man 1 hated, 
Six days are paſt, ſince, by the ſultan's order, 
] left the pledge of my return behind, 
Anda went to guard this princels to his camp : 
Ihe reit the brave Axalla's fortune tells you. 
Tam, Wicly the tyrant ſtrove to prop his cauſe, 
By leaguing with thy virtue; but juſt Heay'n 
Tis torn thee from his de, and left him naked 
'To the avenging bolt that drives upon him, 
Forget the name of captive, and I wiſh 
J could as well reftore that fair-one's freedom, 
\Whoſe loſs hangs heavy on thee: yet ere night, 
Perhaps, we may deferve thy friendthip nobler ; 
Th* approaching ſtorm may cait thy fllipwreck'd wealth 
Puck to thy.arms : till that be paſt, ſince war 
(Tho' in the juiteſt cauſe) is ever doubtful, 
J will not aſk thy ſword to aid my victory, 
Leit it ſhould hurt that hoſtage of thy valour 
Our common foe detains. 
Aon, Let Bajnzet 
Bend to his yoke repining flaves by force; 
You, tir, have found a nobler way to empire, 
Lord ot the willing world. 
Tame 
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* Tam, Oh, my Axalla! 
© Thou hatt a tender foul, apt for compaſſion, 
And art thyſelf a lover and a friend. 
Does not this prince's fortune move thy temper ? 
He. Ves, ſir, I mourn the brave Moneles? fate, 
The merit of his virtue hardly match'd 
With difadvent'rous chance : yet, prince, allow me, 
Allow me, from th? experience of a lover, 
To ſay, one 3 * whom 1 your ſtory mention'd 
(If he ſurvive) is far bevond you wretched : 
You ham'd the bridegroom of your beauteous filter, 
Alon | Tora Oh. mot 2CCUrit ! 
Ax. Think what he feels, 
Dall. din the fiercencis of his exnectation : 
Then, when th' approaching minute of poſſeſſion 
Had wound imagination to the height, 
Think if he lives! 
* Mn. He lives! he does; *tis true 
He lives! But how ? To be a dog, and dead, 
Were parade to ſuch a ſtate as his: 
He holds down life, as children do a potion, 
With ſtrong reluctance and convullive ſtrugslings, 


W ill his misfortunes prets him to ditgorge it. 
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And adds to the misfortune by repeating, 

The revolution of 0 day may bring 

Such turns, as Heav'n itfelf could icarce have promi 
Far, far beyond thy with: let that hope chear lice,? 
IH: zue, * Ax: lla, 10 dupote vw ith ſufetyv 

Tre Bes 41: COns chars v2, atie on the toe revenge 

The pain wiych ablence gives; thy other gare, 
Hondgur and Arn, BOW nummon thy attend ices 
Now do thy ogice well, my foul ! Remember 

Thy cate, the caute of Heaven and nur d Harth. 
O tou supreme! if thy great ſpirit K n 

My gi mg breaſt, and fircs my loul to arms, 

Gram that my iword, aſſiſtech! by thy pon 178 

This day ma, peace and happineſs reſtore, 

That wär and lan leis rage may vex the world no more. 


£ 


La amc. laue, \ione{cs, Stratocles, prince of 


* anais, Lama, Mirvan, ard nant? 
Ax. The battle cails, and bids me haſte to leave thee ; 
Oh, Sehn! — gut let deltruction wait. 


Are 


Jau. Spare the remembrar,ce, *tis an melel ls grief, 
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Are there not hours enough for blood and ſlaughter ? 
This moment ſhall be love's, and I will waſte it 

In ſoft complainings, for thy ſighs and coldnels, 

For thy forgetful coldnels ; even at Birza, ; 

When in thy father's court my eyes firſt own'd thee, 
Fairer than light, the joy of their beholding, 

Even then thou wert not thus. 


* 
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Sell. Art not thou chang'd, 

Chriſtian Axalla? Art thou ſtill the ſame? 
Thoſe were the gentle hours of peace, and thou 
The world's good angel, that didit kindly join 

Its mighty maſters in harmomous friendthip : 

But itzce thoſe joys that once were ours are loſt, 
Forbear to mention 'em, and talk of war; 

Talk of thy conqueſt and my chains, Axalla. 

Ha. Yet I will litten, fair, unkind, upbraider, 
Yet I will liſten to thy charming accents, 

tho they make me curſe my fame and fortune, 

My laurel wreaths, and all the glorious trophies 

For which the valiant hleed—Oh, thou unjuſt one! 
Doit thou then envy me this ſmall return 

My niggard fate has made for all the mournings, 

For all the pains, for all the ſleepleis nights, 
hat ernel! abſence drin? 

* Sel, Away, deceiver ! 

I will not hear thy ſoothing. Is it thus 

That Chriſtian lovers prove the faith they ſwear ? 

Are war and ſlavery the ſoft endearments 
With which they court the beauties they admire ? 
"Twas well my heart was cautious of believing 

Thy vows, and thy proteſting. Know, my conqueror, 
Thy {word has vanquiſh'd but the half of Selima ; 
Her foul diſdains thy victory. 

Ax. Hear, ſweet Heavn! 

Hear the far tyrant, how ſhe wreſts love's laws, 

As the had vow'd my ruin! What is conqueſt? 

hat joy have 1 from that but to behold thee, 

To kneel before thee, and with lifted eyes 
To view thee, as Devotion does /a ſaint, 

With awful, trembling pleaſure]; then to ſwear 
Thou art the queen and miſtreſs of my foul ? 

Has not ev'n Tamerlane (whoſe word, next Heaven's, 
Makes fate at ſecond-hand) bid thee diſclaim 


© Thy 
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Thy fears? And doſt thou call thyſelf a ſlave, 
Only to try how far the ſad impreſſion 
Can fink into Axalla ! 
« Sel. Oh, Axalla! 
Ought I to hear you? 
Ax. Come back, ve hours, 
And tell my Selima what ſhe has done! 
Bring back the time, when to her father's court 
I came amb.ffador of pcace from Tamerlane; 
When, hid by conſcious darkneſs and diſguiſe, 
I paſt the dangers of the wa'chtul guards, 
Bold as the youth who nightly {vain the Helleſpont: 
Then then ſhe was not wor the toe of love; 
When, as my ſoul conteſt its flame and ſued 
In moving ſounds for pity, the trown'd rarely, 
Ent, bluſhing, heard mie tell the gentle tale; 
* Nay, cn confeſt, and told me fottly, fighting, 
« She thought there was no guilt in love hke mine,” 
Sel. Yong, and unſkiltul in the world's falſe arts, 
I ſutter d love to Heal upon my ſoftneſs, 
And warm me with a lambent gniltlets flame: 
Yes, 1 have heard ihee wWear a thouſand times, 
And call the conſcious Pow'rs of hcav*n to witneſs 
Tae tend"teſt, tract, cyerlaiiing paſſion. 
But, Oh! 'tis pait: and 1 wil charge remembrance 
To baniſh the fond image from my foul. 
Since thou art ſworn the foe of royal Bajazet, 
I have zcſolv'd to hate thee. 
Ax. ss it potſible ! 
Hate is not in thy nature; thy whole frame 
Is ha: mony, without one jarring atom, 
Why doit thou force thy eyes to wear this coldneſs ? 
It damps the ſprings of life. Oh ! bid me die, 
Much rather bid me die, if it be true, 
That thou haſt ſworn to hate nie——— 
Sel. Let life and death 
Wait the deciſion of the bloody field; 
Nor can thy fate, my conqueror, depend 
Upon a woman's hate. Yet, ſince you urge 
A power, which once perhaps I had, there is 
But one requeſt that I can make with honour, _ 
Ax, Oh, name it! Jay ! 
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Sel. Forego your right of war, 
And render me this inſtant to my father. 
Ax, Impoihble! The tumult of the battle, 
That haites to join, cuts off all means of commerce 
Betwixt the armies. 
Sl. Swear then to perform it, 
Which way ſoc'er the chance of war determines, 
On my firit inſtance. 
Ax. By the ſacred majeſty 
Of Heaven, to whom we kneel, I will obey thee ; 
Yes, I wilt give thee this ſercrett proof 
Of my ſoul's vow d devotion; J will part with thee, 
(Thou cruel to command it!) J will part with thee, 
As wretches that are doubtful of hereatter 
Part with their lives, unwilling, loth, and fearful, 
And trembling at futurity. Eut is there nothing, 
No imall return that honour can afford, 
For all this waſte of love ? 
Sed. The gifts of captives 
Wear ſomewhat of conſtraint; and generous minds 
Diſdain to prve, where freedom of the choice 
Does but ſeem wanting 
e {x.* What! not one kind look ? [* Trumpets, 
Then thou art chang*d indeed. “ Hark, Jem ummon'd, 
And thou wilt tend me forth like one unblels'd, 
Whom fortune has forſaken, and ill fate 
Mark d for deſtruction. * Thy ſurprivng coldneſs 
langs on wy ſoul, and weighs my courage down: 
And the firit feeble blow I meet ſhall raze me 
From all remembrance :* nor is lite or fame 
Worthy my care, fince I am loſt to thee. [ Going 
del. Ha! Goeſt thou to the fight? 
Ax. I do Farewel ! 
Scl. What! and no more! A ſigh heaves in my breaſt, 
And itops the ſtruggling accents on my tongue, 
Elie, ſure, I ſhould have added ſomething more, 
And made our parting ſofter. 
Ax, Give it way: 
The niggard honour that affords not love 
Forbids not pity 
* S/, Fate perhaps has ſet 
* This day the period of thy life and conqueſts ; 
And I ſhall lee thee borne at evening back 
A breath- 


0 TTT 


A breathleſs corſe. —— Oh! can I think on that, 

And hide my forrows ?—No—they wilt have way, 
And all the vital air that lite draws in 

Is render*d back in tishs. 

* Ax. Ihe murm't ing ale revives the drooping flame, 
That at thy coldne's languiſh'd in my breait ; 

So breathe the gentle zcphyrs vi the {ring 
And waken every plant and od'rous flower, 

Which winter froſt had blatted, to new hfe. 

. To ſce thee for ti.is noment, and no more. 
* Oh! help me to reſolve againſt this tenderneſs, 
That charms my ſierce rcentments, and preients thee 
* Not as thou art, mine and wy father's foc, 
« 
0 
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But as thou wert, when firſt thy moving accents 
Won me to hear; when, as I liten'd to thee, 
The happy hours paſt by us urperceiv'd, 
© SO was my foul fix'd to the foft enchantment. 
* Ax. Let me be ſtill the ſame; J am, I mult be.“ 
If it were pofſible my heart could ſtray, 
One look from thee would call it back again, 
And fix the wanderer tor ever thine. 
Sel. Where is my boaſted refolution now? 
[ Sinking into his arms, 
On, yes! thou art the fame; my heart joins with thee, 
And to betray me wilt believe thee ſtill; 
© It dances to the ſounds that mov'd it firſt, 
And owns at once tne weaknels of my toul : 
So, when ſome ſkilful artiſt ſtrikes the ſtrings, 
The magic numbers route our {leeping paſſions, 
And force us to confeis our grief and plealure,” 
Alas! Axalla, ſay doit thou not pity 
My artlets innocence, and eaſy fondneis? 
Oh! turn thee from me, or 1 die with bluſhing. 
Ax. No, let me rather gaze, for ever gaze, 
And bleſs the new-born g:orics that adorn thee ; 
From every bluth, that bindles in thy cheeks, 
Ten thouſand little Loves and Graces ſpring 
To revel in the rotes "twill not be.” [ Trumpets, 
This envious trumpet calls, and tears me from thee—s 
l. My fears increaſe, and doubly preis me now: 
I charge thee, if thy ſword comes crots my tathicr, 
Stop for a moment, and reineniber me, 
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Ax, Oh, doubt not but his life ſhall be my care, 
Ev'n dearcr than my own 
Sel. <;uard that tor we too. 
Ax. Oh, Selima! thou haft reſtor'd my quiet, 
The noble ardour of the war, with love 
Returmng, brighily burns within my breaſt, 
And bids me be ſecure of all hereatter, 
do chears ſome pious ſaint a dying inner 
(\\ ho trembled at the thought of pains to come) 
With Heaven s forgiveneſs, and the hopes of mercy 3; 
At lengih, the tumult of his ſoul appeas'd, 
Aud ever; doubt and anxious {cruple eas'd, 
Boldly he proves the dark, uncertain road, 
The peace, his holy comforter beſtow'd, 
Guides and prote-ts him, like a guardian god.” | Ex. 
S-/, In vain all arts a !ove fick virgin tries, 
Aflects to frown, and feem leverely wile, 
In hopes to cheat the wary lover's eyes: 
[t the dear youth her pity ſtrives to move, 
And pleads, with tenderneſs, the chuſe of love! 
Nature afſerts her empire in her heart, 
And kindly takes the faithful lover's part. 
By love hericlt, and nature thus betray'd, 
No more the truſts in pride's fantaſtic aid, 
But bids her eyes confeſs the yielding maid, 
[ Exit Sclima, guards following, 
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ACT II. SCENE, Tamerlaine's camp. 
Euter Moneſes. 


Aen. HE dreadful buſineſs of the war is o'er ; 

And Slaughter, that from yeſter' morn *till 
even, 

With giant ſteps, paſs'd ſtriding o'er the field, 

RNetmear'd and horrid with the blood of nations, 

Now weary fits among the mangled heaps, 

And flumbers o'er her prey; while from this camp 

The chearful ſounds of victory and Tamerlane 

Leat the high arch of heaven. Deciding Fate, 


* That crowns him with the ſpoils of ſuch a day, 
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* Has giv'n it as an earneſt of the world 


© That ſhortly ſhall be his.” 
Enter Stratocles. 
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Mv Stratocles! 
Moſt happily return'd ; might I believe 
Thou bring'ſt me any joy? 
Stra. With my beſt diligence, 
This night, I have enquir'd of what concerns you. 
Scarce was the ſun, who ſhone upon the horror 
Of the pait day, ſunk to the wettern ocean, 
When, by permiſſion from the prince Axalla, 
JI mixt among the tumult of the warriors 
Returning from the battle: here a troop 
Of hardy Parthians, red with honeſt wounds, 81 
Confeit the conqueſt they had well deſerv'd: x 
There a dejected crew of wretched captives, 
* Sore with unprofitable hurts, and groaning 80 
Under new bondage,” followed ſadly after * 
The haughty victor's heels. But that which fully 
Crow n'd the ſucceſs of Tamerlane, was Bajazet, 
Falbn, like the proud archange] from the height 
Where once (ev'n next to majeſty divine) 
Enthron'd he ſat, down to the vile deſcent 
And lowneſs of a tlave : but, Oh! to ſpeak 
The rage, the fierceneſs, and the indignation, 
It bars all words, and cuts deſcription ſhort. 
Mon. Then he 1s fal 'n f that come, which on hig! 
Portended ruin; he has spent his blaze, 
And ſhall diſtract the a with fears no more. 
dure it mutt bode me well; for oft my ſoul 
© Has ſtarted int.» cumult at his name, 
As if my guardian angel took.the alarm 
At the approach of ſomewhat mortal to me.” 
But tay, my friend, what hear'ſt thou of Arpaſia ? 
For there my thoughts, my every care is center d. 
Stra Tho' on that purpoſe ſtill I bent my tearch, 
| Yet nothing certain could ] gain, but this: 
That in the pillage of the ſuitan's tent | 
Some women were made pris'ners, who this morning 
Were to be oſter'd to the emperor's view; 
Their names and qualities, tho* oft enquiring, 
1 could not learn, 
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Mon. Then muſt my foul {till labour 
*Beneath uncertainty and anxious doubt, 
The mind's worſt ſtate. The tyrant's ruin gives me 
But a half eaſe. 
ra. Twas laid, not far from hence 
The captives were to wait the emperor's paſſage, 
Mon. Haſte we to find the place. On, my Arpaſia ! 
* Shall we not meet? * Why hangs my heart thus heavy, 
Like death within my boſom ? Oh, 'tis wal, 
© The joy of meeting pays the pangs of ablence, 
© Elſe who could bear uit?“ 
When thy lay. d fight ſhall bleſs my eyes again, 
Then I will own, I ought not to complain, 
Since that ſweet hour is worth whole years of pain. 
[Excunt Moneſes and Stratocles, 


SCENE tht inſide of a magnificent tent. Symphony of 


acarlide muſic. 


Enter Tamerlane, Axalla, Prince of Tanais, Zama, | 
Mirvan, folders, and other attendants. 


Ax. From this auſpicious day the Parthian name 
"Shall dat» its birth of empire, and extend, 
Ex'n tiom the dawning Eaſt to utmoſt Thule, | 
The limits of its ſway. | 

Pr. Nations unknown | 
Where yet the Roman eagles never few, 
Shall pay their homage to victorious Tamerlane 
hend to his valour and ſuperior virtue, 
And own, that conqueſt is not given by chance, 

But, bound by fatal and refiftleis merit, 
Waits on his arms, | 
Tam. It is too much: yon dreſs me, 
Like an uſurper in the borrow'd attributes 

Of injur'd Heaven. Can we call conqueſt ours? 
Shall'man, this igmy, with a giant's pride, 
Vaunt of himſelf, and ſay, Thus have 1 done this? 
Oh, vain pretence to greatneſs! Like the moon, 
Ve borrow all the brightneſs which we boaſt, 
Dark in ourſelves and uſeleſs. If that hand 
That rules the fate of battles, firike for us, 
Crown us with fame, and gud our cla, with 1020ur, 
"Iwere 
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Twere moſt ungrateful to diſown the benefit, 
And arrogate a praiſe which is not ours. 

Ax. With ſuch unſhaken temper of the ſoul 
To bear the ſwelling tide of proſp'rous fortune, 
Is to deſerve that fortune: in adverlity, 

The mind grows tough by buffeting the tempeſt, 
Which, in ſucceſs diflolving, links to calc, 
And loſes all her firmneſs. 

Tam. Oh, Axalla ! 

Could I forget I am a man, as thou art ; 
Would not the winter's cold, or ſummer's heat, 
Sickneſs, or thirſt, and hunger, all the train 
Of nature's clamorous appetites, aſſerting 
An equal right in kings and common men, 
Reprove me daily ?—No—If I boaſt of aught, 
Be it, to have been Heaven's happy inſtrument, 
The means of good to all my tellow-creatures ; 
This is a king's belt praiſe. 

Enter Omar, 

Om. Honour and fame [ Bowing to Tamerlane, 
For ever wait the emperor! May our prophet 
Give him ten thouſand thouſand days of lite, 
And every day like this! The captive ſultan, 
Fierce in his bonds, and at his fate repining, 
Attends your facred will. 

Tam. Let him approach. 

Enter Bajazet and other Turbiſb priſoners in chains, with a 
guard of ſoldiers, 

When I ſurvey the ruins of this field, 

The wild deſtruction which thy fierce ambition 

Has dealt among mankind, (ſo many widows 

And helpleſs orphans has thy battle made, 

That half our eaſtern world this day are mourners) 

Well may I, in behalf of heav'n and earth, 

Demand from thee atonement for this wrong, 

Baj. Make thy demand to thoſe that own thy pow'r, 
Know I am itill beyond it; and tho' Fortune 
(Curſe on that changeling deity of fools!) 

Has ſtript me of the train and pomp of greatneſs, 
That outſide of a king, yet ill my ſoul, 

Fix'd high, and of elf alone dependent, 

Is ever free and royal, and ev'n now, 


As at the head of battle, does dety thee, 
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1 know what pow'r the chance of war has givin, _ 
And dare thee to the ute on't. This vile ſpeeching, 
This after-game of words, is what molt irks me; 
Spare that, and for the reſt *tis equal all 
Be it as it may. 

Tam. Well was it for the world, 
When on their borders neighbouring princes met, 


Frequent in friendly parle, by cool debates 


Preventing walteful war; ſuch ſhould our meeting 

Have been, hadſt thou but held in juſt regard 

The ſanctity of leagues ſo often worn to. 

Canſt thou believe thy prophet, or, what's more, 

That pow 'r ſupreme which made thee and thy prophet, 
Will, with impunity, let pats that breach 

Of ſacred faith giv'n to the royal Greek * 

Baz. Thou pedant talker! ha! art thou a king, 
Pofleis*d of ſacred pow'r, Heav'n's darling attribute, 
And doit thou prate of leagues, and oaths, aud prophets ? 
J hate the Greek (perdition on his name!) 

As 1 do thee, and would have met you both 
As death does human nature, for deſtruction. 

Zam. Cauſeleſs to hate is not of human bind: 
The ſavage brute that haunts in woods reniote 
And deſart wi.ds, tcars not the fearful travel er, 
If hunger, or ſome injury, provoke not. 

Baj. Can a king want a caule, when empire bids 
Go on ? What 1s he born for, but ainbition * 

It is his hunger, 'tis his call of nature, 
The noble appetite which will be fatisty'd, 
Aud, like the food of Gods, make him immorta!. 

Tam. Henceforth 1 will not wonder we were toes, 
vince ſouls that differ ſo by nature hate, 

And ſtrong antipathy forbids their union. 

Baj. The noble fire that warms me, does ind.cd 
Tranicer d thy coldnets. I am plecas'd we differ, 

Nor think alike. 

Tam. No—for I think like Man, 

Thou like a monſter, from whole baleful preſence 
Nature ſtarts back; and tho” the fix'd her ſtamp 

Un thy rough maſs, and mark'd thee for a man, 

Now, conſcious of her error, the diſclaims thee, 

As form'd for her deſtruction. 
Tis true, I am a king, x: thou haſt been: 
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Honour and glory too have been my aim; 
But tho' 1 dare face death, and all the dangers 
M hich furious war wears in its bloody front, 


Jet would I chuſe to fix my name by peace, 


Py juſtice, and by mercy; and to raiſe 
My trophies on the bleſſings of mankind : 
Nor would I buy the empite of the world 
With ruin of the people whom I Way, 
On forfeit of my honour, 
Ba. Prophet, 1 thank thee 
DPanmnatic n'!—Couldit thou rob me of my glory, 
To dreis up this tame king, this preaching derviſe ? 
Untit tor war, thou ſhouldſt have liv's ſecure 
In lazy peace, and with debating ſenates 
Shad a precarious ſceptre, ſat tamely ſtill, 
And let bold factions canton out thy pow'r, 
And wrangle for the ſpoils they robb'd thee of; 
Vizti ] (cure on the power that ttops my ardour !) 
Would, like a tempeſt, ruth amidſt the nations, 
Fe greatly terrible, and deal, like Alha, 
My an, ry thunder on the frighted world. 
x: i he world! —'twoutd be toc little for thy pride: 
Thou u ouldſt ſcalèe heav n 
at. | would — Away ! my foul 
Diſdains thy conference. 
Te. Thou vain, raſh thing, 
Th: with gig antic infolence, haſt dar'd 
To lit the wretched telf above the ſtars, 
Aid nwe with power almighty: thou art fall'n! 
Le. "Tis talte! J am not fall'n from aught I have 
been 5 ; | 
At leaſt my foul retolves to keep her ſtate, 
Aud ſcorns to take acquaintance with ill fortune. 
7 . Alu ot beneath mv pity art thou fall'n; 
Since, while th avengiug hand of Heav'n is on thee, 
And preis to the duſt thy twelling foul, 
Fook-hardy, with the ſtronger thou contendeſt. 
To vhar vali hen had thy tumultuous temper 
Been burt) d, if 1:.ccefs had crown'd thy wiſhes ! | 
tay, whar had | to expect, if chou had'ſt cenquer'd ? 
Py, Ch, gor.ous ikought! by Heavn I will enjoy it, 
Tho but in fancy: 1.agmation ſhall 
NMake reo to entertain the vaſt idea. 


Oh! 
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Oh! had I been the maſter but of yeſterday, 
The world, the world had fe't me; and tor thee, 
I had us'd thee as thou art to me—a dog, s 
The object oi my ſcorn, and mortal h trod: 
I would have taught thy neck to know my weight, 
And mounted froin that foot ſtooſ to my adde: 
Then, when thy daily ſervile taik was done, 
I would have cag'd thce, for the icorn oi ties, 
"Till thou hadſt begg'd to dic; and ev in that mercy 
I had deny'd thee, Now thou know my mind, 
And queition me u further. 
Tam. Well doſt thou tench me 
What juſtice ſhould exaft from thee. Mankind, 
With one conſent, cry out for vengeance on thee 3 
Loudly they call to cut off this league-breaker, 
This wild deſtroyer from the face of earth. 
Baj. Do it, and rid thy ſliaking foul at once 
Of its worſt fear. 
Tam. Why tlept the thunder 
That ſhould have arm'd the idol deity, 
And giv'n thee pow'r, ere yeiter tun was ſet, 
To ſhake the ſoul of Tamerlane, Hadſt thou an arm 
To make thee fear'd, thou ſhouldſt have prov'd it on me, 
Amidit the ſweat and blood of yonder field, 
When thro? the tumult of the war 1 tought thee, 
Fenc'd in with nations, 
Baj. Curie upon the ſtars, 
That fated us to different icenes of ſlaughter ! 
Oh! could my iword have met thee 
Tam. Thou l1adft then, 
As now, been in my pow'r, and held thy life 
Dependent on my gift -es, Bajazet, 
I bd thee live“ fo much my foul diſdains 
That thou fnouldit think I can fear aught but Heay'n ;? 
Nay more; couldit thou forget thy brutal fierceneſs, 
And form thytelf to manhood, I would bid thee 
Live, and be ſtill a king, that thou may'|t learn 
What man ſhould be to man, in war remembering 
'Fhe common tie and brotherhood of kind. 
This royal tent, with ſuch of thy domeſtics 
As can be found, thall wait upon thy ſervice ; 
Nor will I uſe my fortune to demand 
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Hard terms of peace, but ſuch as thou may'ſt offer 
With honour, Iwith honour may receive. ; 
Tanierlane n, to an efficer, <vho unhinds Bajazet. 

Baz. Ha! ſay'ſt thon—no—our prophet's vengeance 
blaſt me, 
Tf thou ſhalt buy my friendſhip with thy empire. 
Damnation on thee! thou ſmooth fawning talker ! 
Give me again my chains, that J may curſe thee, 
And gratity my rage: or, if thou wilt 
Be a vain fool, and play with thy perdition, 
Remember I'am thy toe, and hate thee deadly. 
Thy folly on thy head! 
Tam. Be ſtill my toe. 
Great minds, like Heav'n, are pleas'd in doing good, 
Tho? the ungrateful ſubjects of their favours 
Are barren in return. The ſtubborn pride, 
That ſpurns the gentle office of humanity, a 
Shall iu my honour own, and thy deipite, ; 
L have done as I ought.” Virtue ſtill does 
With ſcorn the mercenary world regard, 
Where abject fouls do good, and hope reward: 
Above the worthleſs trophies men can raiſe, 
She ſeeks not honours, weaith, nor airy praiſe, j 
But with herſelf, herielf the goddeſs pays. 
[Excunt Tamerlane, Axalla, Prince of Tanais, Nir- 
van, Zama, and atiendants. 
Baj. Come, lead me to my dungeon; plunge me 
down 
Deep from the hated fight of man and day; 
Where, under covert ot the friendly darkneſs, 
My toul may brood, at leiture, o'er its auguith. * 
Om. Our royal maſter wou'd with noble ufage, 
Make your misfortunes light : he bids you hope 
Haz. | tell thee, ſlave, 1 have ſhook hands with hope, 
And all my thoughts are rage, deipir, and horror. 
Ha! „ herefore am 1 thus !—Ferdition ſeize me! 
But my cold blood runs ſhiv'ring to my heart, 
As at tome phantom, that in dead of night, 
With dreadful action, ſtalks around our beds. 
The rage and fiercer paſſions of my breait 


Are loit in new confuſton. | 
Enter Haly. 


| Arpalia !=!} aly ! 
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Ha. Oh, emperor! for whoſe hard fate our prophet 


And a'l the heroes of thy ſacred race 


Are ſad in Paradiſe, thy faunful Haly, 
The tive of all thy pleaturcs, in this ruin, 
This univerſal fhipwreck of thy tortunes, 
Enter Arpaſia. 

IIas gather'd up this trenſure tor thy arms: 
Nor ev'n the victor, haughty I merlane, 
(By whole command once more thy flave beholds thee) 
Denies this bletfing to thee, but with honour 
Renders thee back thy queen, thy beautcous bride. 

Haji. Oh! had her ezcs with pity teen my forrows, 
Had the the fondnels of a tender bride, 
Heay'n con'd not have beſtow'd a greater bleſſing, 
And love had made amends tor lots of empire. 
But fee, what fury dwells upou her charms! 
What lightning flaſhes from her angry eyes! 
With a malignant joy ſhe views my tuin: 
Even beauttous in her hatred, ſtill ſhe charms me, 
And awes my fierce tumultuous ſoul to love. 

Arp. And dar'ſt thou hope, thou tyrant raviſher ! 
That heav'n has any joy in itore for thee ? 
Look back upon the tum of thy paſt lite, 
WV here tyranny, oppretiion, and injuſtice, 
Pecjury, murders, well the black account; 
Where loſt Arpaſia's wrongs ſtand bleeding freſh, 
Thy laſt recorded crime. But Heav'n has found thee ; 
At length the tardy vengeance has v'erta'en ihe, 
My weary foul hall bear a little longer 
The pain of lite, to call for juſtice on thee : 
That once complete, link to the peaceful grave, 
And loſe the memory of my wrongs and thee. 

Bj. Thou rail'tt! J thank thee for ite perverſe, 
And muſter all the woman in thy toub; 
Goad me with curſes, be a very wife, 
That I may fling off this tame love, and hate thee. 

+utrr Nionelcs, [Bajazet farting, 

Ha! Keep thy temper, heart; nor take alarm 
At a ſlave's preſence. 

Man. It is Arpalia! Leave me, thou cold fear, 
Sweet as the roly morn ſhe breaks upon me ; 
And forrow, like the night's unwholeſome ſhade, 
Gives way before the golden dawn ſhe brings, 
| 'B 3 Baz. 
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Bai. ¶ Advancins inwards him.] Ha, Chriſtian! Is it 
well that we meet thus ? | 
Is this thy faith ? 

Mu. Why docs thy frowning brow 
Put on this ftorn, of rury ? Is it {range 
We ſhould meet here, companio in misfortune, 

The captives of one common chance of war? 

Not ſhouldſt thou v order that my word has fail'd 

Be fore the fortune of victorious Tamerlane, 

When thou, with n: tions like the ſanded ſhore, 

With half the warring world upon thy fide, 

Could not ſtand up againſt this dreadful battle, 

That ci uſh'd thee with its ſhock Thy men can witneſs, 
Thoſe cowards that for took me in the combat, 

My word was not inactive. 

N. No Lis falſe: 
V, here is my daughter, thou vile Greek? Thou haſt 
Beiray'd her to the Tartar; or even worſe, 
Pale wih thy car, didit loſe her like a coward ; 
Aud, like a coward now, wouldſt caſt the blame 
On fortune and ili itars, 

Non. kin Taidtt thou, like a coward ? 
What nctity, what majeſty divine 
Haſt thou put on, to guard thee trom my rage, 
That thus thou dar i to wrong me? 

Bat, Out, thou flave, 
And know rae tor thy lord 

An. | tell thee, tyrant, 
hen in ihe pride of power thou ſat'ſt on high, 

When iike an idol thou wert 1ainl; worthip'd 

By protiirate wretchss, born with flaviſh fouls ; 

Ev'n when thou wert a kins, thou wert no more 
Ner grenter than Moneſes, born of a race 

Roya and great as thine. What art thou now then? 
The fate of «7 ans tet thee with the loweſt; 

And captives (like the ſubjects of the grave) 

Loſing diſtinction, ſerve one common lord. 

B.. i rav'd by this dog! Now gire a looſe to rage, 
And curſe thyielf; curſe thy falie cheating prophet. 
Ha! yet there's ſome revenge Hear me, thou Chriſtian! 
Thou left'ſt that ſiſter with me: Thou impoſtor! 
Thau boaſter of thy honeſty ! Thou lar ! 

But take her to thee back, _ 
2 Now 
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Now to explore my priſon — if it holds 
Another plague like this. The reſtleſs damn'd 
(If mufties lie not) wander thus in hell; 
From ſcorching flames to chilling froſts they run, 
Then from their froſts to fires return again, 
And only prove variety of pain. 
| Exeunt Bajazet, Haly, Omar, and gnardi. 
Arp. Stay, Bajazet. I charge thee, by my wrongs, 
Stay and untold a tale of fo much horror, 
As only fits thy telling. Oh, Moneles ! 
Mes. Why doſt thou weep? Why this tempeſtuous 
>atlon, 
© That ſtops thy fault'ring tongue ſhort on my name ? 
Oh, ſpeak! unveil this my ſtery of ſorrow, 
And draw the diſmal ſcene at once to light. 
Arp. Thou art undone, loſt, ruin d, and nndone ! 
* Mon. Iwill not think 'tis fo, while I have thee ; 
* While thus *tis given to fold thee in my arms; 
For while I figh upon thy panting botom, 
© The lad remembrance of pait woes is oft 
* Arp. Horbear to 190th thy joul with flatt'ring thoughts 
Of evils overpait, and joys to come: 
Our woes are like the genuine hade beneath, 
Where fate cuis oft the ry hopes of day, 
And everiaſting iht and horror reign,” 
Mn, By all che {eadernets and chaite endearments 
Of our pat. love, I charge thee, my Arpatta, 
To eate my toul of donbts ! „we me to know, 
At once, the utn:oit mage of my tate! 
Arp. ke then tity wretched ihm e in all J ſuffer, 
Still partner of my bear: ! Scarce hedſt thou left 
The tan s camp, when the imper ous tyrant, 
Sott'ning the pride aud ficrcencls of his temper, 
With gentle ipeech mad. oer t his love. 
Amaz'd. as at the ſhock of duden death, 
J ſtarted into tears, and otien urg'd 
(Tho? itill in van) the difference , our faiths, 
At laſt, as flying to the utmoſt refuge, 
With lifted hands and ſtreaming eyes, 1 own'd 
The fraud. which when we firit were made his pris'ners, 
* Conſcious of my unhappy torm, and fearing 
* For thy dear life,” I torc'd thee to put on; 
Thy borrow'd name of brother, mine of fiſter; 
B 4 Hiding 
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Hiding between that veil the nearer tie 

Our mutual vows had made before the prieſt, 
Kindiing to rage at hearing of my tory, 

Then, be it fo, he cry'd : Think'ſt thou thy vows, 
Giv'n to a flave, ſha't bar me from thy beauties ? 
Then bade the prieſt pronounce the marriage rites : 
Which he perform'd ; whilit, ſhrieking with deſpair, 
I call'd in vain the Pow'rs of heav'n to aid me. 

Mon. Villain! Imperial villain !--Oh, the coward ! 
Aw'd by his guilt, tho” back'd by force and power, 
He durſt not, to my face, avow his purpole : 

But, in my abſence, like a lurking thief, 
Stole on my treaſure, and at once undid me. 

Arp. Had they not kept me trom the means of death, 

Forgetting all the rules of Chriſtian ſufſering, 

I had done a deſp'rate murder on my foul, 

Ere the rude flaves, that waited on his will, 

Had forc'd me to his 

Min. Stop thee there, Arpaſia, 

And bar my fancy from the guilty ſcene! 

Let not thought enter, leſt the buſy mind 
Showd multer ſuch a train of We Kar images 
As would diſtract me. Oh! I cannot bear it. 
Thou lovely hoard of ſweets, where all my joys 
Were treaſur'd up, to have thee riffed thus! 

* 'Thus torn untaſted from my eager wiſhes !? 
But 1 will have thee from him. Yamerlane 
(The ſovereign judge of equity on earth) 

Shall do me juſtice on this mighty robber, 

And render back thy beauties to Moneſes. 

Arp. And who thall render back my peace, my honour, 

The tpotleſs whiteneſs of my virgin foul ? 

Ah! no, Moneles—'Think nat [| will ever 

Bring a polluted love to thy chaſte arnis: 

I am the tyrant's wife. Oh, fatal title! 

And, in the tight of all the ſaints, have ſworn, 

By honour, womanhood, and bluſhing ſhame, 

To know no ſecond bride-bed but my grave. 

Mon. I ſwear it mult not be, fince ſtill my eye 
Finds thee as heav'nly white, as angel pure, 

As in the earlieſt hours of hte thou wert: 

Nor art thou his, but mine; thy firſt vow's mine, 
Thy ſoul is mine. 
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Arp. Oh! think not, that the pow'r 

Of moſt perſualive eloquence can make me 
Forget I've been ©: other's, been his wife. 

Now, by my bluſhcs, by the ſtrong confuſion 
And anguiſh of my heart, Hare me, Moneſes, 
Nor urge my trembling irtue to the precipice,? 


Shortly, Ol! very ſhortly, it my ſorrows 
Divine aright, and Heav'n be gracious to me, 
Deith ſhall diſſolve the fatal obligation, 
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And give n:c up to peace, to that bleſt place 

Where the good reſt from care and anxious life. 
Man. Oh, teach me, thou fair faint, like thee ta 
Teach me, with hardy p.ciy, to combat [ſufter ! 
The preſent 113; inſtruct my eyes to paſs 

The narrow bounds of life, this land of ſorrow, 
And, with bold hopes, to view the realms beyond, 
Thoſe diſtant beauties ol che future ſtate. 

Tell me, Arpaltia—ſay, what joys are thoſe 

That wait to crown the wretca who ſuffers here ? 

Oh! tell me, and ſuſtain my failing faith, 

Arp. Imagine ſoncwhat exquiſitely fine, 

Which fancy cannot paint, which the pleas'd mind 
Can barely know, unable to deſcribe it ; 

Imagine 'tis a tract of endleſs joys 


Without ſatiety or interruption ; 


Imagine, 'tis to meet and part no more. 

Mon. Grant, gentle Heav'n, that ſuch may be our 
Let us be bleit together. — Oh, my ſoul ! [lot! 
Build on that hope, and let it arm thy courage 

To ſtruggle with the ſtorm that parts us now, 

Arb.“ Yes, niy Moneſes! now the turges riſe, 


The ſwelling ſea breaks in between our barks, 
And drives us to our fate on different rocks. 
Farewell! My foul lives with thee, — 


Mn. Death is parting, 


'Tis the laſt ſad adieu *twixt ſoul and body. 
But this is ſomewhat worſe—— My joy, my comfort, 
All that was left in life, fleets after thee ; 


My aching fight hangs on thy parting beauties, 
Thy lovely eyes, all drown'd in floods of ſorrow, 
So ſinks the ſetting ſun beneath the waves, 


And leaves the traveller in pathleſs woods, 


+ Benighted and forlorn. 7 with ſad eyes, 
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'Ceftward he turns, to mark the light's decay, 
Fill, havng loſt the laſt faint glimpſe of day, 
alle, iu darkneſs, he puriucs his u ay.“ 

{ Exrunt Moneſes and Arpaſia ſeverally, 
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ACT III. SCENE, the inſide of the royal tent. 


Eur Axalla, Sclima, ond women attendants, 


Ar. AN there be aught in love, beyond this 
proof, 

This wond'rous proof, I give thee of my faich? 

To tear thee from my bleeding boſom thus! 

To rend he ſtrings of lite to ſet thee free, 

And ield thee to a cruel father's power, 

Foe to my hoe: ! what canſt thou pay me back? 

What birt thy elf, thou angel! for this fondneſs ? 

* $2, 1 hon doit upbraid r3e beggar as J am, 

And urge me with my poverty ot love. 

Perhaps thou think'ſt, tis nothing for a maid 

To firugygle through the niceneſs of her ex, 

The biuf es nd the fears, and own fhe loves: 

Thou think tis nothing for mr artleſs heart 

To on my weakneſs, and confels thy triumph. 

« {x, Oh! yes l ova it; mv charmd ears ne'er knew 

A ſound of ſo much rapture, fo much joy. 

Not vo'ces, inſtruments, not warbling birds, 

Not winds, not murm'ring waters join'd in concert, 

Not tune ful nature, not th? according {pheres, 

Uiter ſich harn.ony, as when my Selina, 

With down-calſt look and hbluſhes, ſaid—I love, 

* Sl. And vet thou tit, | am a niggard t» thee, 

I fear the bal nce thall be held between us, 

And Love be judge if after all the tenderneſs, 

Tears and centuſi m of my vitgin-ſoul, 

Thou thon!dic complain of aught, unjuſt Axalla!' 

Ax. Why was I ever bleſt !—V: ty is Temen.brancs 


Rich with a thouſand plealing images 


Of paſt enjoyments, tince 'tis but to plague me? 


When thou art = ine no more, what will it cafe me 
To think of al the golden minutes pait, 
To think that thou weri kind, and 1 was happy, 


But, like an angel fall'n from bliſs, to curſe 


My 
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My preſent ſtate, and mourn the heav'n I've loſt ? 


Scl. Hope better for us both; nor let thy fears, 


Like an unlucky omen, croſs my way. 


« 
6 
« 
c 
c 
c 
« 
6 
U 
4 
c 


My father, rough and ſtormy in his nature, | 

To me was always gentle, and, with fondneſs 
Paternal, ever met me with a bleſſing. 

Oft, when offence had ſtirr'd him to ſuch fury, 
That not grave coun fellors for wildom fam'd, 

Nor hardy captains that had fought his birtles, 
Preſum'd to ſpeak, but ſtruck with aweful dread 
Were huſh'd as death; yet has he ſmil'd on me, 
Kiſs'd me, and bade me utter all my purpoſe, 
Till with my idle prattle 1 had footh'd him, 

And won him from his anger, 

* Ax. Oh! I know 

Thou haſt a tongue to charm the wildeſt tempers. 
Herds would forget to graze, and ſavage beaſts 
Stand ſtill and loſe their fierceneis, but to hear thee, 
As if they had reflection, and by reaſon 

Forſook a leſs enjoyment for a greater. 

But, Oh! when I revolve each circumſtance, 

My Chriſtian faith, my ſervice cloſely bound 

To Tamerlane, my maſter and my friend, 

Tell me, my charmer, if my tears are vain ? 
Think what remains for me, if the fierce ſultan 
Should doom thy beauties to another's bed!” 

$1. *Tis a fad thought; but to appeaſe thy doubts, 


Here, in the aweful fight of Heav'n, I vow 

No pow'r ſhall &er divide me from thy love, 
Ev*n duty ſhall not force me to be falſe. 

My cruel ſtars may tear thee from my arms, 

But never from my heart; and hen the maids 


Shall year'y come with garlands of freſh flow'rs, 
To mourn with pious office o'er my grave, 
They thall fit ſadly down, and weeping tell 
How well I lov d, how much I ſuffer'd for thee ; 
And, while they grieve my fate, ſhall praiſe my een- 
ſtancy.“ 5 
Ax. But fee, the ſultan comes !—* My heating heart 
Bounds with exulting motion ; hope and fear 
Fight with alternate conqueſt in my breaſt. 
Oh! can I give her from me? Yield her up? 
B 6 * Now 
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No mourn, thou God of Love, ſince Honour triumpks, 
And crowns his cruel altars with thy ſpoils.” 
Enter Bajazet. 

Baj. To have a nauſeous 8 forc'd on me, 
Spite of my will, by an inſulting foe ! 

Ha ! they would break the fierceneſs of my temper, 
And make me ſupple for their flaviſh purpoſe. 

Curie on their fawning arts! From Heav'n itſelf 
I would not, on ſuch terms, receive a benefit, 

« But ſpurn it back upon the giver's hand.” 

S-/, My lord! my royal father! } Sel. comes forward, 

Baj. Ha! what art thou? | and kneels to Baj. 
What heavenly innocence! that in a form 
So known, ſo lov'd, haſt left thy paradiſe, 

For joyleſs priſon, for this place of woe! 
Art thou my Selima ? 

Scl. Have you forgot me? 

las, my piety is then in vain! 

Your Selina, your daughter whom you lov'd, 
The fondiing once of her dear father's arms, 
Is come to claim her ſhare in his misfortunes ; 
* To wait and tend him with obſequious duty; 
* To lit and weep for every care he feels ;? 

To help to wear the tedious minutes out, 

To ſoften bondage, and the lots of empire. 

Baj. Now, by our prophet, if my wounded mind 
Could know a thought of peace, it would be now: 
Ev'n from thy prating infancy thou vert 
My joy, my liile angel: ſniling con:fort 
Carre with thee itil] to glad me. Now Pun curs'd 
Er'n in thee tev. Reproach and infamy 
Attend the Chriſtian dog t' whom thou wert truſted, 
To ſce thee here ="twere better tee thee dead! 

Ax. Thus Jamerlane, to royal Bajazet, 

With kingly greeting, ſends: ſince with the brave 
(The bloody bus'nets of the fight once ended) 
Stern hate and oppoſition ought to ceaſe ; 

Thy qucen already to thy arms reſtor'd, 

Receive this ſecond gift, thy beauteous daughter; 
And if there be aught farther in thy with, 
Demand with honour, and obtain it freely. 

Baj. Bear back the fulſome greeting to thy maſter ; 
Tell him, PN none on't, Had he been a God, 


1 
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All his omnipotence could not reſtore 

My fame dimmiſh'd, lots of ſacred honour, 

The radiancy of majeſty eclips'd: 

For aught beſides, it is not worth my care; 

The giver and his gifts are both beneath me. 
Ax. Enough of war the wounded earth has known; 

* Weary at length, and waited with dettruction, 

* Sadly ſhe rears her ruin'd head, to ſhew 

Her cities humbled, and her countries ipoil'd, 

And to her mighty matters {ues for »eace,” 

Oh, ſultan ! by the pow'r divine If -car, 

With joy I would reſign the favage trophies 

In blood and battle gain'd, could ! atone 

The fatal breach 'twixt thee and Tamerlane ; 

And think a ſoldier's glory well beſtow'd 

To buy mankind a peice, . 

Baj. And what art thou, 

That doit preſume to mediate ht the rage | 
Of angry kings ? 

Ax. A prince, born of the nobleſt, | 
And of a ſoul that an crs to that birth, 
That dares not bu do well, Thou doſt put on 
A torc'd forgetfulneſe, thus not to know me, 

A gueſt fo lately to y court, then meeting 
On gentler terms. ö 

Sei. Could auglit citace the merit 
Of brave Axalla's name, yet wart your daughter 
Shall tell how weil, how nubiy ſhe was us'd, 

How light this gallant prince made all her bondage, 
Moſt ſure the royal Eajazet will own 
> That honour itands indebted to ſuch goodneſs, 
| Nor can a monarch's fricndihip more than pay it. 
Ba. Ha! know'ſt thou that, fond gil ?—Go-—"tis 
not well; | 
And when thou could'ſt deſcent to take a benefit 
From a vile Chriſtian, and thy father's foc, 
Thou didit an act diſhoneſt to thy race: 
Henceforth, unleſs thou mcan'it to cance] all 
My ſhare in thee, and write thyſelf a baſtard, 
Die, ſtarve, know any evil, any pain, 
Rather than taſte a mercy [rom theſe dogs. 
Sel. Alas, Axalla! 
Ag. Weep not, lovely maid! 


I wear, 


Than to be Ala's lord. Nor wonder then, 
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I ſwear, © one pearly drop from thoſe fair eyes 
Would over-pay the ſervice of my life ! 

One ſigh from thee has made a large amends 
For all thy angry father's frowns and fierceneſs. 

Baj. Oh, my curs'd fortune !—Am ! fall'n thus Tow ! 
Diſhonour'd to my face! "Thou eartl;-boru thing! 
Thou clod ! how haſt thou dar'd to lift thy eyes 
Up to the ſacred race of mighty Ottoman, 

Whom kings, whom e'en our prophet's holy offspring, 
At diſtance have beheld ? And what art thou ? 

What glorious titles blazon out thy birth? 

Thou vile obſcurity ! ha !—ſay—thou baſe one. 

Ax. Thus challeng'd, Virtue, modeſt as the 1s, 

Stands up to do herſelf a common juſtice; 

To anſwer, and affert that in- born merit, 

That worth, which conſcious to herſelf ſhe feels. 
Were honour to be ſcann'd by long deicent 

From anceitors illuſtrious, I could vaunt 

A lineage of the greateſt, and recount 

Among my fathers names of antient itory, 

Heroes and god-like patriots, who ſubdu'd 

The world by arms and virtue, and, being Romans, 
Scorn'd to be kings; but that be their own praiſe: 
Nor will I borrow merit from the dead, 

Myſelf an undeſerver. I could prove 

My friendſhip ſuch as thou might'ſt deign t' accept 
With honour, when it comes with friendly office, 
To render back thy crown and former greatneſs; 

* And yet cen this, e'en all is poor, when Selima, 
With matchleſs worth, weighs down the adverſe icalc,” 
By. To give me back what yeſterday took from me, 

Wou'd be to give like Heaven, when, having finich'd 
This world (the goodly work of his creation), 

He bid his favourite man be lord of all. 

But this 

Ax. Nor is this gift beyond my pow'r. 
Oft has the mighty maſter of my arms 


Urg'd me with large ambition, to demand 


Crowns and dominions from his bounteous pon'r: 
Tis true, I wav'd the proffer, and have held it 
The worthier choice to wait upon his virtues, 

To be the friend and partner of his wars, 


If 


TAMERLE ANTE 39 


If in the confidence of ſuch a friendihip, 
I promiſe boldly, for the royal giver, 
Thy crown and empire. 
Baj. For our daughter thus 
Mean'ſt thou to barter? tis! I tell thee, Chriſtian, 
There is but one, one dowry thou canſt give, 
And I can aſk, worthy my daughter's love. 
Ax. Oh! name the mighty ranſom ; taſk my pow'r; 
Let there be danger, difficulty, death, 
J enhance the price. 
Baj. I take thee at thy word, 
Bring me the Tartar's head, 
Ax. Ha! | 
Baj. Tamerlane's! _ 
That death, that deadly poiſon to my glory. 
Ax. Prodigious ! Horrid ! 
Sel. Loſt! for ever loſt! 
Baj. And could ii thou hope tobribe me with aught elſe? 
With a vile peace patch d up on {laviſh terms? 
With tributary kingſhip? — No! To merit 
A recompence from me, fate my revenge. 
The 'Tartar is my bane, I cannot bear him: 
One heav'n and earth can never hold us both ; 
Still ſhall we hate, and with defiance deadly 
Keep rage alive, till one be loit for ever: 
As if two ſuns ſhould meet in the meridian, 
And ſtrive in fiery combat for the paſſage, 
Weep'ſt thou, fond girl ? Now, as thy king and father, 
J charge thee, drive this flave from thy remembrance}! 
Hate ſhall be pious in thee, * Come and join 
To curſe thy father's foes, * | Laying held on ber hands 
* &], Undone for ever! 
Now, tyrant duty, art thou yet obeyed ? 
* There is no more to give thee. Oh, Axalla !? 
Bajazet leaas out Selina, /he looking back on Axalla. 
& Ax. * Vis what | fear'd; fool that I was t obey! 
5 The coward Love, that could not bear her frown, 
* Has wrought his own undoing. Perhaps e'en now 
* The tyrant's rage prevails upon her fears: 
* Fiercely he ſtorms; the weeps, and ſighs, and trembles, 
* But ſwears at lenych to think on me no more. 
* He bade me rake her.—-But, Oh, gracious honour ! 
pon what terms? My ſoul yet ſhudders at it, 
985 And 
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And ſands but half recover'd of her frighr. 

The bead of Hamerlane! monttrous impiety ! 

Bleed, bleed to death, my heart, be virtue's martyr. 
Oh, emperor! I own, I ought to give thee 

Som nobier mark, than dying, of my faith, 

Then let che pains ! feel my friendſhip prove, 

"Lis cauer far to die, than ceale to love.“ [Exit Axalla, 
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SCENE, Tamerlane's camp. 


Enter ſevcrally Noneſes, and Prince of Tanais. 


Non. If I not preſs untimely on his leiſure, 
© You would much bind a ſtranger to your. ſervice, 
To gi:e me menns of ai.dience from the emperor. 
* Pr. Moſt wili.ngly ; tho” for the preſent moment 
We muſt intreat your ſtay ; he holds him pri. ate. 
Mn His council. | pretume ? 
& Pr. No, the affair 
Is not of earth, but Heav'n— A holy man, 
(One whom our propi.ct's law calls ſuch) a derviſe, 
Keeps him in conference. 
Aon. Hours of religion, 
Eſpecially of princes, claim a reverence, 
Nor will be interrupted. 
P.. hat his bus'nets 
© Imports we know not; but with earneſt ſuit, 
This morn, be begg*'d 1dmittance. Our great maſter 
(Than whom none bows more lowly to high Heavn) 
In reverend regard holds all that bear 
Relation to religion, and, on notice 
Oft his requett, receiv d him on the inſtant, 
Men. We will attend his pleaſure. [ Excunt,? 
Enter Tamerlane aud a Derviſe. 

Tam, Thou bring'ſt me thy credentials from the Higheſt, 
From Alha and our Prophet, Speak thy meſſage, 

It muſt import the beſt and nobleſt ends, 

Der. Thus ſpeaks our holy Mahomet, who has giv'n 
To reign and conquer: II] doſt thou repay [ thee 
The bounties of his hand, unmindful of 
The fountain whence thy ſtreams of greatneſs flow, 
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Thou haſt forgot high Heav'n, haſt beaten down 


And trampled on religion's ſanctity. 
| Tam, 
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Tam. Now, as I'm a ſoldier and a king, 

(The greateſt names of honour) do but make 
Thy imputation out, and Tamerlane 

Shall do thee ample juſtice on humnielt. 

So much the ſacred name of Heaven awes me, 
Could 1 ſfuſpett my foul of harbouring aught 

To its diſhonour, I would ſcarch it unctiy, 

And drive th* offending thought with fury forth. 

Der. Yes, thou haſt hurt our holy prophet's lononr, 
By toltering the pernicious Chriſtian ject ; 
Thoſe, whom his ford purfu'd with fell deſtruction, 

J hou tak'it into thy boſon, to thy councils; 
They are thy only friends. The true believers 
Mourn to behold thee favour this Axalla. 

Tam, I fear me, thou out-go'ſt the prophet's order, 
And bring'tt his venerable name to ſhelter 
A rudenets ill- becoming thee to ule, 

Or me to ſuder. When thou nam'ſt my friend, 
Thou nam*it a man beyond a monk's diſcerning, 
Virtuous and great, a warrior and a prince. 

Der. He is a Chriſtian ; there our law condemns him, 
Altho' he were ev'n all thou {peak't}, and more. 

Tam. Tis falſe; no law divine condemns the virtuous, 
For differing from the rules your ſ-hools dete. 

Look round, how Providence bettows alike 

Sunſhine and rain, to bleſs the fruitful rear, 

On ditterent nations, all of difterent faiths ; 

And (tho by feveral names and titles worſliip'd) 
Heav'n takes the various tribute of their praile ; 

Since all agree to own, at leait to mean, 

One heſt, one greateſt, only Lord of all: 

Thus when he view'd the many forms of nature, 
He found that all was good, and beit the fair variety.“ 

Der. Moſt impious and profane! Nay, frown not, 
Full of the prophet, I detpiſe the danger (prince; 
Thy angrv power may threaten. I command thee 
To hear aud to obey ; tince thus ſays Mahome:t : 
Why have I made thee dreadiul to the nations? 
Why have I giv'n thee conquelt ; but to ſpread 
My ſacred law ev'n to the utmoſt carth, 

And make my holy Mecca the world's worfhip ? 

Go on, and whereſoc'er thy arms (hall proſper, 

Plant there the prophet's name; with tiyord and fire 
| Drive 
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Drive out all other faiths, and let the world 
Confeſs him only. 

Jan. Had he but commanded 
My ſword to conquer all, to make the world 
Know but one lord, the taſk were not ſo hard; 

*Twere but to do what has been done already; 
And Philip's fon, and Cæſar did as much; 

But to ubdue th* unconquerabie mind, 

To make one reaſon have the ſame effect 

Upon all apprehenſions; to force this 

Or this man juſt to think as thou and I do; 
Impoſſible ! unleſs fouls were alike 

In all, which differ now like human faces. 

Der. Well night the holy cauſe be carried on, 
If Muſſelmen did not make war en Muficlmen, 
Why hold'ſt thou captive a believing nu narch ? 
Now, as thc! p'ſt to 'ſca the prophet's curſe, 
Releaſe the ro a! 3ajizet, anc enn, 

With force united, to deitroy be Chriſtians, 

7 . "Tis well. - I've found ihe cau'e that mov'd thy 
What ſhallow politician ſet thee on, { zeal, 
In hopes to fright me this wy to compliance? 

Der. Our prophet only———— 

i No- thou doſt helie him. 1 
Thou maker of new faites th. flatr'ſt to build 
Thy fond inventions Go religion“ nass. 
Religinn's ure is, bv rate ianocen ce, 
Divinels pre, and fin pie from all arts; 
You daub and dreis her like a common miſtreſs, 
The barlot of your fancies ; and by adding 
Falſe beauties, which the wants not, make the world 
Suſpe.: her augel's face is foul beneath, 
And wo not bear all lights. Hence! I have found thee, 

Der I have but one retort, Now aid ine, prophet !| Aide. 
Yet | have {omewhat further to untold ; 1 
Our prophet ſpeaks to thee in thunder“ thus 

* The Derwiſe draus a conceal'd dagger, and offers ts 

/lab Tamerlane. 

Tam. No, villain, Heav'n is watchful o'er its wor— 

| ſhipers, [Wreſting the cagger from him, 
And blaſts the murderer's purpoſe. Think, thou wretch ! 
Think on the pains that wait thy crime, and tremble 
When I ſhall doom the 


Der. 
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Der. Tis but death at laſt; 
And I will ſuffer greatly for the cauſe 
That urg'd me firſt to the bold deed. 

Tam. Oh, impious! 
Enthuſiaſm thus makes villains martyrs. 
[Paufing.] It ſhall be fo— Ho die! *twere a reward 
Now learn the difference 'twixt thy faith and mine: 
Thine bids tlice lift thy dagger to my throat; 
Mine can forgive the wrong, and bid thee live. 
Keep thy own wicked ſecret, and be fate; 
If thou repent'ſt, I have gain'd one to virtue, 
And am, in that, rewarded for my mercy ; 
If thou continu'ſt ſtill to be the time, 
* Tis puniſhment enough to be a villain, 
Hence! from my fight—1t ſhocks my foul to think 
That there is ſuch a monſter in my kind. [Ea Derviſe, 
Whither will man's unpicty extend? 
Oh, gracious Heav'n! doſt thou withhold thy thunder, 
When bold aſtaſſins take thy name upon 'em, 
And {wear they are the champions of thy caule ? 

Enter Morelos, 

Men. Oh, Fmperor! before whoſe awful throne 
Th' atflifted never kneel in vain tor jaltice, Kneeling 
Undone, and ruin'd, hlaſted in my hopes, | Tam. 
Here let me fall before your ſacred feet, 
And groan out my misfor: unes, till your pity, 
(The laſt ſupport and refuge that 1s left me) 
Shall raiſe ne trom the ground, and bid me live. 

Tam. Rite, prince; nor let me reckon up thy worth, 
And tell how boidiy that might bid thee afk, 
Leſt | ſhould make a merit of my juttice, 
The common debt | owe to thee, to all, 
Ev'n to the meancſt of mankind, the charter 
By which I claim my crown, and Heav'n's protection. 
Speak, then, as to a king, the ſacred name 
Where pow'r is lodg'd, for righteous ends alone. 

Mon. One only joy, one blethng. my fond heart 
Had fix'd its withes on, and that 1s loſt ; 
That fiſter, for whote ſafety my Jad ſoul 
Endur'd a thouſand tears 

Tam, | well remember, 
When, ere. the battle join'd, I ſaw thee firſt, 
With grief uncommon to a brother's love, 


Thow 
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Thou told'ſt a moving tale of her misfortunes, 
Such as betpeak my pity. Is there aught 
Thou canſt demand from friendſhip? Aſk, and have it, 

Mn. Firit, Oh! let me intreat your royal gouungls ; 

Forgive the folly of a lover's cauticn, 

That forg'd a tale of folly to deceive you. 

Said I, {he was my fitter? — On! Pris talſe; 

She holds a dearer intereſt in my foul, 

* Suci as the cloſeſt ties of blood ne'er knew; 
An intereit, wich as power, wealth, 2:4 honour, 
Can't buy, but love, love only, can bettow 3? 
She was the miltreſs of my vows, my bride, 

By contract mine, and long ere this the prieſt - 
Had ty'd the knot for ever, had not Bajazet——- 

Jam. Ha! Bajazet !—it yet his power w ithholds 

The cauſe of all thy forrows, all thy fears, 
Een gratitude for once ſhall gain upon him, 
Spite of his ſavage temper, to reſtore her. 
This morn a ſoldier brought a captive beauty, 
Sad tho' the ſeem'd, yet of a form more rare, 
By much the nobler tpoil of all the field; 
E' en Scipio, or a victor yet molt cold, 

Might have forgot his virtue at her fight. 
Struck with a plealing wonder, I beheld her, 
Till, by a ſlave that waited near her perion, 
T leariw'd ſhe was the captive ſultan's wife: 
Strait I forbade iy eyes the dangerous joy 
Of gazing long, and tent her to her lord. 

Mon. 'l here was Moncics loit. oo ture my heart 
(From the firſt mention of her wond'rous Charms) 
Preſag'd it con'd be only my Arpaſia. 

Tam. Arpalia ! did'ſt thou tay ? 

Mon. Les, my Arpalia, 

Tam, Sure I miſtake, or I fain would miltake thee ; 

I nam'd the queen of Bajazet ; his wife. | 

Men. His queen! his wife! He brings that holy title 
To varnith oe: the monftrous wrongs he has done me. 

Tam. Alus | Ifen prince, thy griets are juſt; 
Thou art indeed, ppy 

Mon. Can you wits 
And not redielz? , royal Tamerlane ! [ * Kneeling. 
T'hou ſuccour of the wretched, reach thy mercy 
To ſave we row the grave, aud froin oblivion ; 
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Be voracious to the hopes that wait my youth. 
n! ler not ſorrow blaſt me, leſt I wither, 
And tal! in vile diſhonour,” Let thy juſtice 
Reſtore me wy Arpafla; give her back, 

Back to my withes, to wy tranſports gire her, 
To my fond, rehleſs, bleeding, dying boſom. 
Oh! give ber to me yet, wulle J have lite 

To blets thee ior the bounty. Oh, Arpaſia 

Tam, Unhappy, royal youth, why dolt thou aſk 

What honour mutt deny? Ha! is the not 
His w.fe, whom he has wedced, whom enoy'd ? 
Ant wouia it thou tave my partial frieuathip break 
That holy knot, which ty*d once, all mankind 
Agree to bold ſacred and undutolvable? 
The brutal violence would ſtain my juſtice, 
Aud brand we with a tyrant's hated une 
To late poſterity. 

Mo». Are thea the vows, 

The holy vows we regiiter'd in Heay'n, 
But common air? 

Tam, Could thy fond love forget 
The violation of a firſt emjoyment ?. 
Hut ſorrow has diſturb'd and hurt thy mind. 

Mau. perhaps it has, and like an idie madman, 

That wanders with a train of hooting boys, 

I do a thoutand things to ſhame my reaion, 

Then let me fly, and bear my follies with me, 

Far, tur from the world's tight. Honour and fame, 
Arms and the glorious war ſhall be forgotten; 

No nobic 1ound Cc: greatneis, or ambition, 

Shall weak my drowty ſoul from her dead jleep, 

Till the laſt trump do ummon. 

Tam, Let thy virtue 

Stand up and anſwer to theſe warring paſſions, 
That vex thy manly temper. From the moment 
When firit 1 faw thee, ſomething wond'rous noble 
Shene thro' thy form, and won my friendihii p for the, 
Without the tedious form of long acquuintance; 
Nor well I lole thee pooriy for a woman. 
Come, cdroop no more, thou fhalt with me purſue 
True greatneis, iill we rife to immortality, 
Thou thatit forget thete lefler cares, Montes; 
Thou ſlialt, and help me to reform the world, 

7 Mon, 
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Mon. * So the good Genius warns his mortal charg® 
* To fly the evil fate that ſtill purſues him, 
Till it have wrought his ruin.“ Sacred 'Famerlane, 
Thy words are as the breath of angels to me. 
But, oh! too deep the wounding grief is tix'd, 
For any hand to heal. 
Tam. This dull deſpair, 
Is the ſoul's lazineſs. Rouſe to the combat, 
And thou art ſure to conquer. War ſhall reſtore thee 
The ſound of arms (hall wake thy martial ardour, 
And cure this amorous ſickneſs ot thy foul 
Begun by floth, and nurs'd by too much eaſe. 
The idle God of Love ſupinely dreams, 
Amidſt inglorious ſhades and purling ſtreams, 
In roſy fetters and tantaitic chains, 
He binds deluded maids and fimple ſwains; 
With ſoft emoyments wooes them to forget 
The hardy toils and labours of the great. 
But if the warlike trumpet's loud alarms 
To virtuous acts excite, and manly arms, 
The coward boy avows his abject fear, 
On ſilken wings ſublime he cuts the air, 
Scar*d at the noble noiſe and thunder of the war, 
* „ The boy, fond Love, 
„%, nurs'd and bred in ſloth, and too much caſe ; 
„% Near purlinz ſtreams, in gloomy halli, he lies, 
«& Ad looſely there, inſtructs his wotaries, 
«© Honour and afiive wirtue to dijpije ; 
8 Bae if the trunipets echo from afar, 
© On filken wings ſublime he cuts the air, 
% Scar'd at the noiſe and clangor of the war.” 
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[ Exeunt, 


„» ͤ—U—)A 


ACT IV. SCENE, PFajazet's tent. 
Enter Haly and ide Derviſe. 


at thr "ſcape with life from an attempt like this, 
- Demands my wonder juſtly, 
Der. True, it may; 
But *tis a principle of his new faith; 
Tis what his Chriſtian favourites have inſpir'd. 
r The lines in italics are now ſpoken at the Theatre, in ead of 
thoſe between fiogle commas. 
Who 
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Who fondly make a merit of forgiveneſs, 

And give their foes a ſecond opportunity, 

If the firſt blow ſhould miſs. —Failing to ſerve 
The ſultan to my wiſh, and e'en deſpairing 
Of further means t' effect his liberty, 

A lucky accident retriev'd my hopes, 

Ha. The prophet and our maſter will reward 
Thy zeal in their behalf; but ſpeak thy purpoſe. 

Der, Juit ent'ring here I met the Tartar general, 
Fierce Omar. 

Ha. He commands, if I miſtake not, 

This quarter of the army, and our guards, 

Der. The fame. By his ſtern aſpect, and the fires 
That kindled in his eyes, I gueſs'd the tumult 
Some wrong had rais'd in his tempeſtuous foul z 
A friendſhip of old date had giv'n me privilege 
To atk of his concerns. In ſhort, I learn'd, 
That burning for the ſultan's beauteous daughter, 
He had begg'd her, as a captive of the war, 
From Famerlane; but meeting with denial 
Of what he thought his ſervices might claim, 
Loudiy he ftorms, ana curſes the Italian, 
As cauie of this atfront. I join'd his rage, 
And added to his injuries the wrongs 
Our prophet daily meets with from Axalla. 
But tee, he comes Improve what I thall tell, 
And all we with is ours. | 7 Ley /cem to talk together afidt. 

Enter Omar. 

Om No if J forgive it, 
Diſhonour blaſt my name! Was it for this 
That I directed his ſirſt ſteps to greatnels, 
Taught hin to clumb, and made him what he is? 
* When our great Cam firſt bent his eyes towards him, 
* (Then petty prince of Parthia, and by me 
« Per: 1aded, rais'd lim to his daughter's bed, 
© Call d him his fon, and tucceſſor of empire z? 
Was it for this, hat like a rock I ftoud 
And 'temin'd a torrent of our 'Tartar lords, 
Was fcorn'd his upitart fwac? When Calibes, 
In bold rebellion, drew cen half the provinces 
To his own cauſe, 1, like his better angel, 
Stood by his flaking throne, and fix'd it faſt ; 
And am 1 now jo loſt to his remembrance, 
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That, when I aſk a captive, he ſhall tell me, 
She is Axalla's right, his Cnrittian minion? 
Der. Allow me, valiant Omar, to demand, 
Since injur'd thus, why right you not yourſelf ? 
The prize you alk is in your power. 
Om. It is, 
And I will feize it, in deſpite of Tamerlane 


Y , 
=_ 


And that Italian dog. , 

Ha. What necd of force, 1 
When every thing concurs to meet your wiſhes? \ 
Our mighty maſter would not wiſh a 1on | 1 


Nobler than Omar. From a father's hand ( 
Receive that daughter, which ungratetul Tamerlane Fe 
Has to your worth deny'd. 1 

Om. Now by my arms, | I; 


It will be great revenge. What will your ſultan | 1 
Give to the man that thall reitore his liberty, / 
His crown, and give him pow'r to wreak his hatred 3 


Upon his greateit toe ? roy 
Ha, All he can alk, 
And far beyond his wiſh 

Om. Theſe trumpets ipeik A 
The emperor's approach ; he comes once more Y 
5 

4 

0 

8 


[ Trumpets. 


To offer terms ot peace. Retire within. 
J will no farther—he grows deadly to me; 

And curſe me. prophet, if I not repay 

His hate, with retribution full as moi tal. [ Exeunt, 


\ 
SCENE draws, and diſcovers Arpuſia lying on a conch, A 
1 
I 


S ON, WD 
To thee, Oh, gentle ſleep, alone | p 4 
* Is owing all our peace; OC 
By thee our joys are heighten'd ſhown, JA 


By thee our ſorrows ceaſe, 


Ihe nymph, whole hand, by fraud or force, * 
Some tyrant has poſlets'd, 125 
Ey thee, obtaining a divorce, ? 3 
In her own choice is blets'd. 7 
Oh; itay ! Arpitia bids thee ſtay; we 


The tadly weeping fair 
Conjures thee, not co loſe in doy Wc 

the object of her care, 
To 5 T. 


— —ů — — 


F 
To graſp whole pleaſing form ſhe tought, 


That motion chas'd her tleep 
Thus by ourſelves are oft'neſt wrought 
The griets for which we weep. 
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Arp. Oh, death! thou gentle end of human ſorrows, 

Still muſt my weary eye-lids vainly wake, 
In tedious expectation of thy peace ? 
Why ſtand thy thouſand thoutand doors ſtill open, 
To take the wretched in, if ſtern religion 
Guards every patlage, and forbids my entrance? — 
Lucrece could bleed, and Portia iwallow fire, 
When urg'd with griefs beyond a mortal ſufterance ; 
But here it muſt not be. Think then, Arpala, 
Think on the ſacred dictates of thy faith, 
And let that arm thy virtue, to perform 
What Cato's daughter durit not—Lire, Arpaſia, 
And dare to be unhappy. 

unter Tamerlane. 

Tam. When fortune ſmiles upon the ſoldier's arme, 
And adds e'en beauty to adorn his conqueſt, 

Yet ſhe ordains, the fair ſhould know no fears, 
No ſorrows to poliute their lovely eyes, 

* But ſhould be us'd e'en nobly, as herſelf, 

© The qacen and goddeſs of the warrior's vows.“ 
Such welcome as a camp can give, fair Sultanets, 
Ve hope you have receiv'd; it ſhall be larger, 
And better as it may. 

Arp. Since I have borne 
That miterable mark of fatal greatneſs, 

I have forgot all difftzrence of conditions; 
Scepters and fetters are grown equal to me, 
And the beſt change my fate can bring is death. 

Tan. * When furrow dwells in {uch an angel form, 
Well may we gueſs that thoſe above are mourners 
Virtue is wrong'd, aud bleeding innocence 
Snflers ſome wond'rous violation here, 

To make the ſaints look fad,” Oh! teach my power 
To cure thoic ills which you unjuſtly ſuffer, 

Leit Heav'n ſhould wreſt it from ny idle hand, 
If I look on, and fee you weep in van. 

Arp. Not that ny foul diſdains the generous aid 
Toy ro; a! goodueis proſſers; but, Oli, empeto: ! 
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It is not in my fate to be made happy; 
Nor will I liſten to the coz'ner, hope, 
But ſtand reſolv'd to bear the beating ſtorm 
That roars around me; fate in this alone, 
That I am not immortal.—'I ho? *tis hard, 
*Tis wond'rous hard, when I remember thee 
(Dear native Greece !), and you, ye weeping maids, 
That were companions of my virgin youth! 
My noble parents ! Oh, the griet of heart, 
T'he pangs, that, for unhappy me, bring down 
Their reverend ages to the grave with ſorrow! 
And yet there is a woe ſurpaſſing all: 
Ye ſaints and angels, give me of your conſtancy, 
If you expect I ſhall endure it long 
Tam. Why is my pity all that I can give 
To tears like yours? And yet I fear 'tis all; | 
Nor dare I aſk what mighty loſs you mourn, \ 
Leſt honour ſhould forbid to give it back. | 
Arp. No, Tamerlane, nor did | mean thou ſhould'ſt, 
But know (tho' to the weakneſs of my ſex 
I yield theſe tears) my foul is more than man. 
Think, I am born a Greek, nor doubt my virtue; 
A Greek! from whole fam'd anceſtors of old 
Rome drew the patterns of her boaſted heroes.“ 
They muſt be mighty evils that can vanquiſh 
A Spartan courage, and a Chriſtina faith. 
Inter Bajazet. | 
Baz. To know no thought of reſt! to have the mind 
Still minittcring freſh plagues, as in a circle, 
Where one diſhonour treads upon another; 
What know the ficnds beyond it? — Ha! by hell, 
Lei Arp. and Tam. 
There wanted only this to make me mad. 
Comes he to triumph here? to rob me of my love, 
And violate the laſt retreat of happineſs? 
Tam. But that I read upon thy trowning brow, 
That war yet lives, and rages in thy breaſt ; 
Once more (in pity to the iuft'ring world) 
I meant to offer peace. 
Baj. And mean'it thou too 
To treat it with our empreſs ; and to barter | 
The ſpoils which fortune gave thee for her favours ? | 
Arp. What would the tyrant ? [ Afrde, | 


Bj. | 


— 
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Baj. Scek'ſt thou thus our friendſhip? 
Is this the royal uſage thou didit boait ? 

Tam. The boiling paſſion that diſturbs thy ſoul 
Spreads clouds around, and makes thy purpoſe daræk 
Unriddle what thy myſtic fury aims at, 

Baz. Is it a riddle? Read it there explain'd ; 

There, in my ſhame. Now judge me thou, On, Prophet, 
And equal Heav'n, if this demand not rage: 
The peœaſant-hind, begot and born to Qlavery, 
Yet dares affert a huſband's facred right, 
And guards his homely couch from violation : 
And thall a monarch tzmely bear the wrong 
Without complaining ? 
Tam. If I could have wrong'd thee, 
If conſcious virtue, and all-judging Heav'n, 
Stood not between, to bar ungovern'd appetite, 
What hinder'd, but, in ſpite of thee my captive, 
I might have us'd a victor's boundleſs power, 
And ſated every wiſh my foul could form? 
But, to ſecure thy tears, know, Bajazet, 
This is among the things I dare not do. [ſent 2 

Baj. By hell, 'tis falte! elſe wheretore art thou pre- 

What cam'it thou for, but to undo my honour ? 
I tound thee holding amorous parley with her, 
Gazing and glotting on her wanton eyes, 
And bargaining for pleaſures yet to come: 
My lite, I know, is the devoted price 
But take it, lam weary of the pain. 
Tam, Yet, ere thou raſhly urge my rage too far, 
I warn thee to take heed: I am a man, 
And have the frailties common to man's nature ; 
The fiery ſeeds of wrath are in my temper, 
And may be blown up to fo fierce a blaze 
As wildom cannot rule. Know, thou hait touck'd me 
E'en in the niceſt, tend'reſt part, my honour ; 
My honour! which, like pow'r, diſdains being gueſtion'd; 
Thy breath has blaſted my fair virtae's fame, 


And mark'd me for a villain, and a tyrant, 


Arp. And ſtand I here an idle looker-on, 
To lee my 1anocence murder'd and mangled 
By barbarous hands, nor can revenge the wrons 7 
Art thou a man, and dar'ſt thou ute me thus? [Zo Bai. 
Hait thou not torn me from my native country, 
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From the dear arms of my lamenting friends, 

From my ſoul's peace, and from my iyur'd love? 

Hait thou not ruin'd, bloited me for ever, 

And driv'n me to the brink of black deſpair ? 

And is it in thy malice yet to add 

A wound more deep, to ſully iny white name, 

My virtue ? 
Baz. Yes, thou haſt thy ſex's virtues, 

Their affectation, pride, il|-nature, note, 

Proneneſs to change, e'en from the joy that pleas'd em: 

50 gracious is your idol, dcar variety, 

That for another love jou would forego 

An angels form, to mingle with a devil's. 

* Tho? ev'ry ſtate and rank of men you wander, 

Jill e&'en your large experience takes in all 

* The different nations of the pcopled earth. [tribe 

Arp. Why ſought'ſt thou not from thy own impious . 
A wife like one ot theſe? © For ſuch thy race 
(If human nature brings forth ſuch) atfords. 

* Greece, for chaſte virgins fam'd, and pious matrons, 

® Teems not with monſiers like your Turkiſh wives, 

* Whom guardian ennuchs, haggar'd and deform'd, 

* Whom walls and bars make honeſt by conſtraint.“ | 
Know, I dcteſt, like hell, the crime thou mention'ſt: 
Not that 1 fear or reverence ther, thou tyrant; 

But that my ſoul, conſcious ot whence it fprung, 

Sits unpolluted in its ſacred temple, 

And icorns to mingle with a thought fo mean. 

Tam. Oh, pity! that a greatnels fo divine 
should meet a fate fo wretched, fo i n-qual. 
Though blind and wilful to the good that courts thee, 

[To Bajazet. 
With open-handed bounty Heav'n purſues thee, 
And bids thee (undelerving as thou art, 
And monſtrous in thy crimes) be happy yet; 
Whilit thou, in fury, doſt avert thc bleſſing, 
And art an evil Genius to thy ſelt. 

Baj. No—Thon, thou art my greateſt curſe on earth 
T hon, who haſt robb'd ne of my crown and glory, 
Ard now purſu'ſt me to the verge of life, 


— — 
— — — —A—— — — — 
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To ſpoil we of my nonour : Thou! thou hyp ec. 2 


To 


That wear' n a payeant outfide ſhew of virtue, 
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To cover the hot thoughts that glow within: 
1hon rank adulterer! 
Jan. Oh, that thou wert 
The lord of all thoſe thouſands that lie breathleſs 
On youder field of blood, that I again 
Might hunt the face of death and danger, 
"Thro' the tumultuous battle, and there force thee, 
YL anquillh'd and finking underneath my arm, 
o own thou haſt traduc'd me like a villain, 
aj. Ha! does it gall thee, Tartar * By Revenge 
Jt joys me much to find thou fee} it my fury. 
Yes, I will echo to thee. thou adulterer ! 
Thou doſt profane the name of king and ſoldier, 
And, like a ruſſian bravo, cam'ſt with force 
To violute the holy marriage-bed. 
Tar, Wert thou not ſhelter'd by thy abject ſlate, 
"The captive of my ſword, by my juſt anger, 
My breath, like thunder, ſhould confound thy pride, 
And doom thee dead this inftant with «a word. not. 
Dy. bis falſe! my fate's above thee, and thou dar'ſt 
Tam. Ha! dare not! Thou haſt rais'd my pond'rous 
And now it falls to cruſh thee at a blow, [ rage, 
A guard there!-—* Seize and drag him to his fate! 
Crtcr a guard, th.y ſci xe Bay Zet. 
Tyrant, I'll do a double juſtice on thee ; 
At once revenge mytelf, and all mankind. 
Baj. Well doft thou, cre thy violence and luſt 
Juvade my bed, thus to begin with murder : 
Drown all thy fears in blood, and un jecurely. 
Tan, Away! 
A p. [Kmncling.) Oh, fray! I charge thee by renown ; 
By that bright glory thy great foul purſues, 
Call back the doom of death ! 
7am. Fair injur'd excellence, 
Why doit thou kneel, and waſte ſuch precious pray'rs, 
* As might e'en bribe the ſaints to partial juſtice,? 
For one to goodueis loſt, who firſt undid thee, 
Who itill purſues, and aggravates the wrong? 
Baj. By Alha! no | will not wear a hfe 
Bought with ſnch vile diſhonour.—Death ſhall free me 
At once from intamy, and thee, thou traitreſs! 
Arp. No matter, tho' the whiſtiing winds grow loud, 
Aud the rude tempeſt roars, 'tis idle rage: 
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h! mark it not; but let thy ſteady virtue 
Be conſtant to its temper. Save his life, 
And fave Arpalia from the iport of talkers. 
Think how the buſy, medaling world will toſs 
Thy mighty name about, in ſcurril mirth ; 
Shall brand thy vengeance, as a foul deſign, 
And make ſuch monſtrous legends of our lives, 
As late poſterity ſhall bluſh in reading. | 

fam. Oh, matchleſs virtue! Yes, I will obey ; 
Tho' laggard in the race, admiring yet, 
I will purſue the ſhining path thou tread'ſt. 
Sultan, be late ! Reafon retumes her empire, 

; [ The enards releaſe Bajazet - 

And I am cool again. Here break we off, 
Leſt ther ipcech ſhould miniſter new rage. 


Wii, trom dangerous paltons I retreat, 


To cep a conqueſt which was hard to get: 

bud, Oh! "tis time | ſhould for flight prepare, 

A war more fata ſeems to threaten there, 

And all my rebei-blood aſſiſts the fair: 

Cne moment more, and I too late ſhal! find, 

I hat Love's the ſtrongeſt pow'r that lords it o'er the 

„md. | Exit Tamerlane, fil{rved by the guards. 

Bij. To what ney ſhane, what plague am I reſerv'd? 

Why did my ftars retfuſe me to die warm, 

M hie yet my t regal ſtate ſtood unimpcach'd, 

Nor knew curſe of having one above me? 

hen to (aultho* by force I graip'd the joy) 

« My love was tate, nor felt the rack of doubt.“ 

Why haſt thou furc'd this nauſeous life upon me? 

Is it to triumph oer me:? But 1 will, 

I will be free; I will forget thee all; 

The bitter aud the ſweet, the joy and pain, 

Death thall expunge at once, and caſe my ſoul. 

Prophet, take notice, I driclaim thy paradiſe, 

Thy fragrant bow*rs, and everlaſting thades ; 

Thou haſt plac'd woman there, and all thy jors are 

tainted, [ Exit. Bajazet, 

Arp. A little longer yet, be ſtrong, my heart; 

A little longer let the buſy ſpirits 

Keep on their cheartul round. It wo'not be! 

© Love, ſorrow, and the {ting of vile reproach, 

© SucceeCing one another iu their coutic, 
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© Like drops of eating water on the marble. 
At length have worn my boaſted courage down: 
„ will indulge the woman in my foul. | 
And gice a looſe to tears and to impatience.” 
Death 1s at laſt my due, and | will have it 
And fee, the poor Monetes comes, to take 
One lad adieu, and then we part for ever. 
Enter Moneles, 

Mon. Already am 1 onward of my way 3 
Thy tuneful voice comes like a hollow tound 
At diitance, to my ears. iy eves grow heavy, 
And all the glorious lights of hcav'n look dim; 
Lis t e laſt office they ſhall ever do me, 
To view thee once, and then to cloſe and die. 

Arp. Alas, how happy have we been, Moneſes! 
Ye gentle days, that once were ours, what joys 
Did every chearful morning bring along ! 
No tears, no jealouſies, no angry parents, 
That for unequal births, or fortunes, frown'd ; 
But Love, that kindly join'd our hearts, to blels us, 
Made us a bleſſing too to all beſides. 

Mn. Oh, caſt not thy remembrance back, Arpaſia! 
Tis grief unutterable ; 'tis difraction ! 
* But let this laſt of hours be peaceful ſorrow l 
Here let me kneel, and pay my lateſt vows. 
Be witneſs, all ye jaints, thou Heav'n and Nature, 
Be witneſs of my truth, for you have known it! 
Be witneſs, that I never knew a pleaſure, 
In all the world could offer, like Arpaſia! 
Be witneis, that I liv'd but in Arpala ! 
And, On, be witneſs, that her loſs has kill'd me! 

Arp. While thou art ſpeaking, lite begins to fail, 
And ev'ry tender accent chills like death, 
Oh! let me haſte then, yet, ere day declines, 
And the long night prevail, one more to tell thee 
What, and how dear, Moneſes has been to me. 
What has he not been ?—All the names of love, 
Brothers, or fachers, huſbands, all are poor: 
Moneſes is myſelf; in my fond heart, 
E'en in my vital blood, he lives and reigns ; 
The laſt dear object of my parting ſoul 
Will be Moneſes; the laſt breath that lingers 
Within my panting nn Jet ſigh, Moneſes. 
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Mon. It is enough! Now to thy reſt, my ſoul, 
The world and thou have made an end at once, 
Arp. Fain wou'd I ſtill detain thee, held thee {all : 
Nor honour can forbid, that we together 
Should ſhare the poor few minutes that remain: 
1 iwear, methinks this ſad ſociety 
Has ſomewhat plealing in it.—Death*s dark ſhades 
Scem, as we journey on, to loſe their horror; 
At near approach the moniters, form'd by tear, 
Are vanith'd all, and leave the profpect clear : 
Amidſt the gloomy vale, a plealing icene, 
With flow'rs adorn'd, and never-fading green, | 
inviting ſtands, to take the wretched in: 


No wars, no wrongs, no tyrants, no deſpair, 
Diiturb the quiet of a place ſo fair, 
But injur'd lovers find Elyſium there. Excunt, 


{inter Bajazet, Omar, Haly, and the Derviſe. 

Baj. Now, by the glorious tomb that ſhrines our Pro- 
By Mecca's ſacred temple, here I ſwear, [phet, 
Our daughter is thy bride! and to that gift 
Such wealth, ſuch pow'r, ſuch honours will I add, 
That monarchs ſhall with envy view thy ſtate, 

And own thou art a demi-god to them. 

Thou haft given me what 1 wiſh'd, pow'r of revenge, 
And when a king rewards, 'tis ainple retribution. = 
Om. Twelve lartar lords, each potent in his tribe, 
Have 1worn to own my caute, and draw their thoutauds, 

'To-morrow, from th* ungratetul Parthian's fide, 
The day declining ſeems to yield to might, 

Ere little more than half her courſe be ended, 

in an auſpicious hour prepare for flight ; 

The leaders of the troops thro* which we pals, 
Rais'd by my pow'r, devoted to my ſervice, 
Shall make our paſſage ſecret and ſecure. 

Der. Already, mighty Sultan, art thou ſafe, 

Since, by yon paſſing torches? light I'gueſ;, 

Jo his pavilion Tamerlane retires, 

Attended by a train of waiting courtiers. 

All who remain within theſe tents are thine, 

And hail thee as their lord, 
Ha ! the Italian prince, 


Wieh ſid Moreles, ae not yet gore forth; 


Bj. 
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Baj. Ha! with our queen and daughter ! 

Om. They are ours: 
T mark'd the flaves who waitcd on Axalla ; 
They, when the emperor paſt out, preſt on, 
And mingled with the crowd, nor miſs'd their lord: 
He is your pris'ner, fir: I go this moment, 
To ſeize, and bring him to receive his doom, 

Ft: Omar. 

Baj. Haſte, Haly, follow, and ſecure the Geek: 
Him too | with to keep within my power. [vit Haly. 

Der, If my dread lord permit his tlave to i e ik, 

I would advite to ſpare Axalla's hte, 

"Fill we are fafe beyond the Parthian's power: 

Him, as our pledge of ſaſety, may we hold; 

And, could you gain him to aſſiſt your flight, 

It might import you much. N 

B. Thou counſell'ſt well; 

And tho? J hate him (for he is a Chriſtian, 
Aud to my mortal enemy devoted), 
Yet, to jecure my liberty and vengeance, 
I with he now were ours. 
Der. And ice! they come! 
Fortune repents ; again ſhe courts your fide, 
And, with this firſt fair oftering of ſuccels, 
she wooes you to forget her crime of ye ſterday. 
Enter Omar with Axalla priſoner, Selima following 
WOPING 

Ax. T wo' not call thee villain ; 'tis a name 
Too holy fur thy crime. To break thy faith, 

And turn a rebel to ſo good a maſter, 

Is an ingratitude unmatch d on earth. 

The firſt revolting angel's pride could only 

Do more than thou hait done. Thou copieſt well, 
And keep'it the black original in view. 

Ou. Do rage, and vaialy call upon thy maſter 
To ſave his minion. My revenge has caught thee, 
And I will make thee curſe that fond preſumption 
That ſet thee on to rival me in aught. 

Raj. Chriſtian, I hold thy fate at my diſpoſal } 
One only way remains to mercy open; 

Be partner of my flight, and my revenge, 
And thou art cafe. The other choice 1s death, 

Om. What means the Sultan? 
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Der. I conjure you, hold ———— 
Your rival is devoted to deitruction : [ Afide to Omar. 
Nor would the Sultan now defer his fate, 
But tor our common ſafcty.— Liſten further. Viper. 
Ax. Then briefly thus. Death is the choice I make z 
Since, next to Hehn, my maſter and my friend 
Has intereſt in my life, and till ſhall claim it. 
Baj. Then take thy with—Call in our mutes! 
Sel. My father, 
If yet you have not ſworn to caſt me off, 
And turn me out, to wander in misfortune ; 
If yet my voice be gracious in your ears; 
It yet niy duty and my love oftend not; 
Oh, call vour ſentence back, and fave Axalla, 
Baj. Riſe, Selima! The ſlave deterves to die, 
Who durit, with fullen pride, refute my mercy 
Yet, for thy ſake, once more | oſter life. 
Sel, Some angel whiſper to my anxious foul, 
What ſhall T do to fave him. Oh, Axalla! 
* Is it ſo eaſy to thee, to forſake me? 
Canſt thou refolve, with all this cold indifference, 
Never to ſee me more? Jo leave me here 
The miſerable mourner of thy fate, 
Condemn'd to waſte my widow'd virgin youth, 
My tedious days and nights, in lonely weeping, 
And never know the voice of Comfort more:? 
* Ax. Search not too deep the forrows of my breaſt ; 
© Thou fay'ſt, Jam indifferent and coid ; 
Oh! is it poſſible my eyes ſhould tell 
« So little of the fighting ſtorm within? 
© Oh, turn thee from me; ſave me from thy beauties ; 
* Falſhood and ruin all look lovely there. 
Oh! let my lab'ring foul yet ſtruggle thro 
IJ will—I would relolve to die, and leave thee. 
Bj. Then let him die !—He trifles with my favour, 
© I have tov long attended his retolves. 
Sel. Ch! ſtay a minute, yet a minute longer; [To Baj, 
A minute is a little ſpace in life. 
* There is a kind conſenting in his eyes, 
And 1 ſhall win him to your royal will.” 
Oh, my Axalla! ſeem but to conſent—! To Axalla afide, 
Unkind and cruel, will you then do nothing? 
1 find I am not worth thy leaſt of cares, 


Ax, 
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Ar. Oh! labour not to hang diſhonour on me! 
I could bear fickneſs, pain, and poverty, 
"Thoſe mortal evils, worſe than death, for thee. 
But this—It has the force of Fate againſt us, 
And cannot be. 
Sel. See, fee, Sir! he relents ; [To Bajazet. 
Already he inclines to own your cauſe. 
A little longer, and he 1s all yours. 
Baj. Then mark, how far a father's fondneſs yields. 
Till midnight I defer the death he merits, 
And give him up, *till then, to thy perſuaſion, 
If by that time he meets my will, he lives; 
{f not, thyſelf ſhall own he dies with juſtice, 
Ax. Pis but to lengthen lite upon the rack. 
I am reſolv'd already. 
Se/, Oh! be ſtill, 
Nor raſhly urge a ruin on us both; 
"Tis but a moment more I have to fave thee. 
Be kind, auſpicious Alha, to my pray'r; 
More for my love, than for myielt, 1 fear; 
Neglect mankind a while, and make him all thy care! 
[ Exeunt Axalla and Selima. 
Bai. Moneſes is that dog ſecur'd? 
Om. He 1s. 
Bai, "Tis well—My foul perceives returning greatneſs, 
As nature feels the tpring. Lightly ſhe bounds, 
And thakes dithonour, like a burthen, from her, 
Once more imperial, aweful, and herſelf. 
So, when of old, Jove from the Vitans fled, } 


Ammon's rude front his radiant face bely'd, 
And all the majeſty of Heav'n lay hid. 
At lenth, by fate, to pow'r divine reſtor'd, 
His thiwnider taught the world to know 1's orf. ; 
The God grew terrible again, aud was again ador'd 
| ? Lu. 


C 6 ACT 


R 2 „% «„ #$S 


60 T AMER L. A N KE. 


ACT V. SCENE Bajazet's ent. 


Ap. CURE 'tis a horror more than darkneſs brings, 
That fits upon the night! Fate is abroad; _ 


Some ruling fiend hangs in the duſky air, 
And ſcatters ruin, death, and wild diſtraction, 
Ober all the wretched race of man below, 
Not long ago, a troop of ghaſtly ſlaves 
Ruſh'd in, and forc'd Moneſes from my fight; 
Death hung ſo heavy on his drooping ſpirits, 
That ſcarcely could he fay—Farewel—tor ever! 
And yet, methinks, ſome gentle ſpirit whiſpers, 
Thy peace draws near, Arpaſia, ſigh no more! 
And ſce, the king of terrors is at hand; 
Elis miniſter appears. 
Enter Bajazet and Haly. 

Baj. [ Aide to Haly.] Ihe reſt I leave 
To thy diſpatch. For, Oh! my faithful Haly, 
Another care has taken up thy maſter. 
Spite of the high-wrought tempeſt in my ſou}, 
Spite of the pangs which jealouiy has coſt me, 
This haugkty woman reigns within my breaſt : 
In vain 1 ſtrive to put her from my thoughts, 
To drive her out, with empire and revenge. 
* Still ſhe comes back, like a retiring tide, 
That ebbs a while, but ſtrait returns again, 
And {wells above the beach.” 
Ha, Why wears my lord 


- 


« * 


An anxious thought for what his pow'r commands? 


When, in an happy hour, you thall, ere long, 
Have borne the empreſs from amid? your foes, 
She muſt be yours, be only and all yours. 


4j. On that depends my fear. Yes, I muſt have her 


T own, I will not, cannot go without her. 
But ſuch is the eondition of our flight, 


If all prevail not, force is left at laſt ; 
And I will ſet life, empire, on the venture, 
To keep her mine — Be near to wait my will. 


That, ſhounid ſhe not conſen*, *twould hazard all 
To berr her hence by force. Thus I reſolve then, 
By threats and pray*rs, by every way, to move her 


[Lait Haly. 
When 
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When laſt we parted, *twas on angry terms; 
Let the remembrance die, or kindly think 
That jealous rage is but a haſty tame, 
That blazes out, when love teh tiercely burns. 

Arp. For thee to wrong me. und tor me to fufter, 
Is the hard leſſon that my ſoul has Tearnt, 
And now I ſtand prepar'd for all to come: 
Nor is it worth my leite % Uittinguith 
If love or jealouſy commit the violence: 
Each have alike been fatal to my peace, 
Confirming me a wretch, and thee a tyrant. 

Bay. Still to detorm chy gentle brow with trowns, 
And till to be perverſe, it is a manner 
Abhorrent from the tottnels of thy ſex : 
Women, like ſummer ſtorins, a whyile are clondy, 
Burſt out in thunder, and impetuous fuow'rs z 
But ſtrait the ſun of beauty dawns abroad, 
And all the fair horizon is ſerene. 

Arp. Then, to retrieve the honour of my ſex, 
Here I diſclaim that changing and jinconttancy 
To thee 1 will be ever as lam. 

Bai. Thou fay'it I am a tyrant ; think fo ſtill, 
And let it warn thy prudence to lay hold 
On the good hour of peace, that courts thee now, 
Souls form*d. like mine brook being ſcoru'd hut ill. 
Be well advis'd, and profit by my patience 
It is a ſhort-liv'd virtue, 

Arp. Turn thy eyes 
Back on the ſtory of my woes, Barbarian ! 
1 hou that hait violated all reſpects 
Due to my ſex and honour of my birth ! 
Thou brutal ravither, * that halt undone me, 
* Ruin'd my love!“ Can I have peace with thee? 
Impothble ! Firſt heav'n and hell ſhall join; 
They only ditter more, | 

Baz. I ſee, 'tis vain 
To court thy ſtubborn temper with endearments, 
Reiolve, this moment, to return my love, 
And be the wilhng partner of my flight, 
Or, by the Prophet's holy law, thou dieſt. 

Arp. And doſt thou hope to fright me with the phantom 
Death? Tis the greateſt mercy thou canſt give; | 
80 frequent are the murders of thy reign, | 


One 
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One day ſcarce paſſing by unmark'd with blood, 
That children, by long uſe, have learnt to ſcorn it. 
Know, I diſdain to aid thy treach'rous purpoſe, 
And, ſhould'ſt thou dare to force me, with my cries 
I will call Heav'n and Earth to my affiſtance. 

Baj. Confuſion ! doit thou brave me? But my wrath 
Shall find a paſſage to thy ſwelling heart. 
And rack thee worſe than all the pains of death, 
That Grecian dog, the minion of thy wiſhes, 
Shall be dragg'd forth, and butcher'd in thy fight ; 
Thou ſhalt beho!d him when his pangs are terrible, 
Then, when he ſtares and gaips, and firuggles ſtrongly, 
* Fen in the bittereſt agony of dy ing, 

Till thou ſhalt rend thy hair, tear out thy eyes, 
And curſe thy pride, while I applaud my vengeance. 
Arp. Oh, fatal image! all my pow'rs give way, 

And reſolution fickens at the thought; 

A flood of paſſion riſes in my breait, 

© And labours fiercely vpward to my eyes.” 

Come, all ye great examples of my ſex, 

Chaſte virgins, tender wives, and pious matrons 3 

© Ye holy martyrs, who, with wond'rous faith 

And conſtancy unſhaken, have ſultain'd 

The rage of cruel men, and ſiery periecution z? 

Come to my aid, and teach me to dety 

The malice of this fiend! | teel, I feel 

Your facred {pirit arm ine to refiſtance. 

Yes, tyrant, | will ſtand this ſhock of fate; 

Will live to triumph o'er thee, for a woment, 

1hen die well pleas'd, and follow my Moneics. 
Bai. Thou talk'it it well. But talking is thy privilege ; 

"Tis all the boaſted courage of thy ſex ; 

Tho', for thy ſoul, thou var ſt not meet the danger, 

Arp By all my hopes of hippinets | dare! 

My foul is come within her ken ot heavn ; 

Charm'd wi h the joys and beauties ot that place, 

Her thoughts and ail her cares ſhe fixes there, 

And 'tis in vain for thee to rage below, 

Thus ſtars ſhine bright, and keep their place above, 

Tho' ruffing winds ceform this lower world,” 

Baj. 'this moment is the trial. 

Arp. Let it come! 

This moment then thall ſtew I am a Greek, 


R K a 


R „ 0 


And 


1 A M R N . A NB 63 


And ſpeak my country's courage in my ſuff ring. ; 
Haz. Here, Mercy, I diſclaim thee ! Mark me, trat- 
My love prepares a victim to thy pride, treſs! 
And when it greets thee next, twill be in blood. : 
. [ ox Baj. 
Arp, My heart beats higher, and my nimble ſpirits 
Ride iwiftly thro' their purple channel's round. 
is the laſt blaze of life. Nature revives, 
© Like a dim winking lamp, that flaſhes brightly 
Wich parting light, and ſtraight is dark for ever,” 
And ſce, my laſt of ſorrows is at hand; 
Death and Moncles come together to me; 
As if my ſtars, that had ſo long been cruel, 
Grew kind at laſt, and gave me all I wiſh. 
{nicer Nloneies, gaarded by ſome mules ; ot hors A1. 
tending with a cup of poiſon, and a bow-flrings 
Mon. I charge ve, O ye minitters of fate! 
Be {wift to execute your matter's will; 
2ar me to my Arpaſia; let me tell her, 
The tyrant is grown kind. He bids me go, 
And die beneath her feet. * A joy ſlioots thro 
My drooping breaſt; as often when the trumpet 
Has call'd my vouchful ardour forth to battle, 
High in my hopes, and raviſh'd with the ſound, 
| have ruſh'd eager on amidit the foremoſt, 
To purchaſe victory, or glorious death,” 
Arp. If it be happineſs, alas! to die, 
To he forgotten in the ülent grave, 
To love and glory loſt, and from among 
The great Creator's works expung'd and blotted ; 
Then, very ſhortly, ſhall we both be happy: 
Mon. There is no room for doubt; *tis certain bliſs, 
The tyrant's cruel violence, thy loſs, 
Already ſeem more ltght ; nor has my foul 
One untepented guilt upon remembrance, 
To make me dread ihe juſtice ot hcreatter : 
Bur, ſtanding now on the laſt verge of life, 
Boldly L view the vait abyls eternity, 
Eager to plunge, avd leave my woes behind me. 
Arp. By all the truth of our paſt loves, I vow, 
To die appears a very nothing to me. 
* But. Oh, M-neles! ſhouid I not allow 
« Somewhat to love, and to wy ſex's tenderneſs ?? 
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This very now I could put off my being 
Without a groan ; but to behoid thee die — 
Nature ſhrinks in me at the deeadf thought, 
Nor can my conſtancy ſult uin tis biow, 


Mon. Since thou art arm'd jr ail things after death, 
Why ſhould the pomp and p:; eaten of tt 
Pe frightful to thy eyes? 'iher's not ea pill, 


Which age or ſickneſs brings, the cut du lr 
That vexes any part of this fine frame, 
But's full as gricvous. All that che nan tc 
Is much, much more. - And ice, I go to pro it. 
Enter a mult; he fins to the reſt, whe profier a 
bow-/irirs ta Moneies, 
Arp. Think, ere we part! 
Mon. Ot what? 
Arp. Of ſomething loft, 
Tender and kind, ot ſomething wond'rous ſad, 
Oh, my full foul! 
Mon, My tongue is at a lols ; 
Thoughts crowd fo faſt, thy name is all I've left, 
My kindeſt, trueſt, deareſt, beſt Arpalia ! 
[Le mules ft ruggle ewith him, 
Arp. T have a thouſand thouiand things to utter, 
A thouſand more to hear yet. Barbarous villains ! 
Give me a minute. Speak to me, Moneles ! 
Mon. Speak to thee ? Tis the buſineſs of my life, 
»Tis all the uſe I have for vital air. 
Stand off, ye flaves! To tell thee that my heart 
Is full of thee; that even, at this drend moment, 
My fond eyes gaze with joy and rapture on thee; 
Angels, and light itſelt, are not ſo fair | 
{Enter Bajazet, Haly, and attendants, 
Baj. Ha! wherefore lives this dog? Be quick, ye 
And rid me of the pain. [faves ! 
Mon. For only death, 
And the laſt night can ſlut out my Arpaſia. 
| [The mutes flrangle Moneſes, 
Arp. Oh, diſmal ! *tis not to be borne ! Ye moraliſts! 
Ye talkers! what are all your precepts now? 
Patience | Diſtraction! Blaſt the tyrant, blaſt him, 
Avenging lightnings ! Snatch him hence, ye fiends ! 
Love! Death! Moneſes ! Nature can no more; 
Kuin is on her, and ſhe links at once. [She finks dozen 
2 


Ba. 
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* Ba. Help, Haly, raiſe her up, and bear her out, 
Ha. Alus !. ſhe faints. 
« Arp. No, tyrant, *tis in vain. 
Oh! I am now beyond thy cruel pow'r ; 
The peaceful flumber of the grave 1s on me: 
Een all the tedious day of hie I've wander'd, 
Bewilder'd with misfortunes : 
At length tis night, and J have reach'd my home, 
Fortgetting all the toils and troubles paſt, 
Weary Vil lay me down and flcep, till —Oh!' 
He dies. 
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Pai. Fly, ye flaves, 
And fetch me cordials. No, ſhe ſhall not die! 
Spite of her tul:en pride, I'll hold-in life, 
And force her to be bleit againſt her will. 
Ha. Already *tis. beyond the power of art; 
For tee, a deadly cold has froze the blood, 
The pliunt limbs grow fit, and loſe their uſe, 
And all the animating fire is quench'd: 
F'en beauty too is dead; an athy pale 
Grows o'er the roſes; the red lips have loſt 
J heir tragrant hue, for want of that iweet breath 
That bicit em with its odours as it paſt. 
By. Can it be poſſible? Can rage and grief, 
Can love and indignation be to tierce, 
So mortal in a weman's heart? Confuſton ! 
Iz the cicap'd then? What is royalty, 
It thote that are my flaves, and ſhould live for me, 
| Can die, and bid defiance to my power? 
Enter the Derviſe. 
Der. "The valiant Omar ſends to tell thy greataeſs 
The hour of flight is come, and urges halle; 
Since he deſcries, near Tamerimne's pavilion, 
Bright troops of crowding torches, who from thence, 
On either hand, tretch far into the night, 
And icem to form a ſhining tront of battle, 
chold, e'en from this place thou may'ſt diſcern them. 
oy: [ Looking outs 
Baj. By Alha, yes! they caſt a day around 'em, 
And the plain ſeems thick ſet with ſtars, as heav'n. 


Ha ! or my eyes are falſe, they move this way 1 
' 1 is certain fo, Fly, Haly, to our daughter, 
[ Exit Haly. 


Let 
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Let ſome ſecure the Chriſtian prince Axalla: 
We will begone this minute. 
Enter Omar. 
Om. Loſt! undone! 
Baj. What mean'ſt thou? 
Om. All our hopes of flight are loſt. 
Mirvan and Zama, with the Parthian horſe, 
Encloſe us round, they hold us in a toll, 
Bo. Ha! whence this unexpected curſe of chance ? 
On. Too late ] learnt, that early in the night 
A ilave was ſuffer'd, by the princets' order, 
To pais the guard. I clove the villain down 
Vho yielded to his flight; but that's poor vengeance, 
That fugitive has rais'd the camp upon us, 
And unpereew'd, by favour of the night, 
In ſilence they have march'd to intercept us. 
Ba. My daughter! Oh, the traitreis ! 
Der. Yet, we have 
Axalla in our power; and angry Tamerlane 
Will buy his fav'rite's lite on any terms. 
Om. With thoſe few friends 1 have, I for a while 
Can face their force: if they refuſe us peace, 


Revenge ſhall ſweeten ruin, and *twill joy me, 


* To drag my toe down with me in my tall.” [Zaæit Om. 
Enter Baly, aut velima weep . 

Baj. See where ſhe.comes with well-diſiembled inno- 
With truth and faith ſo lovely in her tace, [cence z 
As if ſhe durſt e'en diſavow the tallchood, 
Hop'ſt thou to make amends with tritling tears, 
For my loſt crown, and dilappointed vengeance ? 
Ungrateful Selima! thy father's curſe! 

Bring forth the minion of her toohth heart; 
He dies this moment. 

Ha. Would I could not ipeak 
The crime of fatal love ! The flave who fled, 

By whom we are undone, was that Axalla. 

Baj. Ha! ſay'ſt thou? 

Ha. Hid beneath that vile appearance, 
The princeſs found a means for his eſcape, 

Sel. I am undone ! e'en nature has diiclaim'd me! 
My father ! have 1 loſt vou all? My father 

Baz. Talk'ſt thou of nature, who hatt broke her bands! 


Thou art my baue, thou witch, thou infant parricide ! 
But 
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But I will ſtudy to be ſtrangely cruel ; 
I will forget the folly of my fondneſs; 
Drive all the father from my breaſt ; now ſnatch thee, 
Tear thee to pieces, drink thy treacherous blood, 
And make thee anſwer all my great revenge ! 
Now, now, thou traitreis ! f Offers ta hill her. 
Sel, Plunge the poignard deep! [ She embraces hims 
The life my father gave ſhall hear his ſummons, 
And iſſue at the wound Start not to tee] 
My heart's warm blood guſh out upon your hands z? 
Since from your ſpring | drew the purple ſtream, 
And I mutt pay it back if you demand it. {weaknels ; 
Bai. Hence, from my thoughts, thou ſott relenting 
Hait thou not giv'n we up a prey? betray'd me? 
Sel. Oh, not for worlds! not e'en tor all the joys, 
Love, or the Prophet's paradiſe, can give ! 
* Amidſt the fears and torrows of my toul,? 
Amidſt the thoutand pains of anxious tenderneſs, 
I made the gentle, kind Axaila ſwear, 
Your life, your crown. and honor thould be ſafe. 
Baj. Away! my foul diſdains the vile dependence! 
No, let me rather die, die like a king ! 
Shall 1 fall down at the proud : artar's foot, 
And ſay, Have mercy ou mie ? ark ! they come! [ Shout, 
Ditgrace will overtake my linging hand; 
Die then! Thy father's ſhaine, and thine, die with thee, 
| Offers to kill ber. 


Sz. For Heav'n, for pity's ſake! 
Baj. No more, thou- triſler! 
She extches held of his a"m, 
Ha! dar ft thou bar my will? Tear off her hold! 
Sel. What, not for life! Should I not plead tor life, 
When nature teaches ce en the brute creation 
To hold faſt that, ber beit, her nobleit gift?“ 
Look on my eyes, which you ſo oft have kils'd, 
And tore they were your belt-lov'd queen's, my mo= 
Behold 'em now, ſtreaming tor mercy, mercy! [ther's; | 
Look on tne, and deny me; if you can 
© *Tis but for lite | beg. Is that a boon 
So hard for me t' obtain, or you to grant?“ 
Oh, ſpare me! ſpare your Selima, my father! 
Baj. A lazy floth hangs on my retolation 
It is my Selima ;, Ha! What, my child! 


And 


9 N — "i — — 23 


*< <== 


- 214 IXDITI 


Fine. << 


68 A M 5 A: 4A N-E. 


And can I murder her ?—Dreadtul imagination! 

Again they come! I leave her to my toes ! { Shouts, 

And ſhall they triumph o'er the race of Bajazet ! 

Die, Selima ! Is that a father's voice? 

Rouſe, rouſe, my fury | Yes, ſhe dies the victim 

To my loſt hopes Out, out, thon fooliſh nature! 

Juſtiy the (bares the ruin the nas made. 

Seize her, ye * ſlaves! aud tirangie her this moment! 

To 198 mute. 
Sel. Oh, let me die by you Pehold my breaſt! 

I wo'not ſhriak! Oh, fave unt hut trom theſe! 
Ba,. Diſpatch. 11 Le Mules ſc igt Arr. 
Se. But for a moment, white I pray 

That Henw'n may guard wy royal tather. 
54. Dogs ! 
Sel. I hat you may only bleis me, ere I die. [Haut. 
Baj. Ye tedious villains, then the work is mine. 

[A. Bajazet runs at Selima, avith es ford, enter Ta- 
merlane, Axalla, Sc. Axalla gt Cornuren Pajazet and 
Selima, whiff Lamerlane ard the r drive Bajazet 
and the mutet © 7 the Rav] 

Ax. And am I come to fave thee? Oh, my joy! 

* Be this the whiteſt hour of all my lite 

This one iucceis is more than all my wars, 

The nobleſt, deareſt glory of my ſword. 
del. Alas, Axila! Death has been around me; 

Aly coward foul fill trembles at the fright, 

And ſcems but half ſecure, c'en in thy arms. \ 
Ax. Retire, my fair, and let me guard thee forth: 

Blood and tumultuous flaughter are about us, 

* And danger in her uglicit form is here; 

Nor will the pleature of my heart be full, 

Till all my tears are ended in thy ſafety. 

| Extunt Axalla and Selima. 

Enter Tamerlane, he prince of Tanais, Zama, Mirvan, 4,4 
ſoldiers ; with Bajazet, Omar, and the Derwije $1riforcr 5, 
Tam, Mercy at length gives up her peaceful ſceptre, 

And juſtice ſternly takes her turn to govern 

Tis a rank world, and aſks her keeneſt fword, 

To cut up villainy of monſtrous growth. 

Zunm, take care, that with the carlieſt dawn : 

Thoic tlaitors meet the fate their treaſon merits! 

[Pointing to Omar and the Derwiſe. 
For 
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For thee, thon tyrant ! [To Þa1.] whoſe oppreſſive violence 
Has ruin'd thoſe thou ſhould*it protect at home 
Whole wars, whole flaughters, whole aſſaſſinations, 
* ( hat baſeit thirſt of blood! that hn of cowards :) 
* Whoſe faith ſo often givn and always viotated, 
Have been th' offence ot Heav'n and plague of earth,“ 
What puniſhment is equal to thy crimes? 
The doom, thy rage delign'd for me, be thine : 
Clos'd in a cage, like foie deſtructive beatt, 
Fil have thee borne about, in public view, 
A great example of that righteous veagearce 
That waits on cruelty and pride like thine, 
Baj. It is beneath me to decline my tate; 
F ſtand prepar'd to meet thy utinolt hate 
Yet think not, I will long thy triumph tee : 
None want the means, when the toul dares be free, 
Pll curte thee with my laſt, my parting breath, 
And keep the courage of my lite in death; 
Then boldly venture on that world unknown ; 
It cannot uic ime worſe than this has done. 
Hai“ Bajazet, guarded, 
Tum, Behold the vain effects of earth-born pride, 
That fcorn'd Heaven's laws, and all its pow'r dety'd, 
That could the hand which torn'd it fir for get, 
And tendly ny, I made mylelt be great! 
But juſtly thoſe above aſſert their ſway, 
And teach c'en Kings what Fomage they ſhould pay, | 
Who then rule beit, when mindtul to obey. 
| ZExeunt omnes. 
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O gell cue ſaw what muſ have been our fate, 
When harmony with beauty goin'd, of late, [ 

Tbreaten'd the ruin of our finking fate ; 

7. you, from <vhem our being wwe receive, 

In þ ty bid geur oon creation lige: 

With moving ſounds you kinoly drew the fair, 

Ana n >, once more, that Shining circle here: 

The fue yru brig is Half Apulo's praiſe ; 

Le cura the ta/h to cvin and wear bs bays, 
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Thin houſes avere before ſo frequent 10 us, 

We wanted not a project to undo us ; 

Me ſeldom ſaw your honours, but by chance, 

As ſome folks meet their friends of Spain and France : 
Jabas werſe decay d, or fee & improv'd, 


That had :firang*d you thus from <what you low'd. 

Time was, when buſy faces were a j:/t, 

When wit and pleaſure were in moſt requeſt ; 

When chearful theatres with crowds gie grac'd ; 

But thoſe good days of poetry are paſt ; 

Now four reformers in an empty pit, 

With table-books, as at a lecture, ſit, 

To take notes, and give evidence *gainſt wit, 

T hoſe who were once our friends, employ'd elſeruhere, 

Are buſy now in ſettling peace and war : 

With careful brows, at Tom's and Will's they meety 

And aſk who did elections loſe or g.. 

Our friend has loft it Faith 1 "am ſorry er's, 

He's a good man, and ne er was for the court; 

He to no government will ſue for grace, 

By want of merit ſafe againſ? a piace, 

By ſpite a patriot made, and [worn t' ofpeſe 

All who are uppermoſt, as England's foes: 

Let whig or tory, any fide prevail, 

Still "tis his conflant privil'ge !o ra't, 

Another, that the tax and war may ceaſe, 

Talks \of the duke of Anjou's right, and peace ; 

And, from Spain's wiſe example, is for taking 

A wiceroy of the mighty monarc!'s making ; 

Who fhruld all rights and liberties maintain, 

And tngliſh laws by learn'd dragoons explain. 
Come leave theſe politics, and folliav wit; 

Here, uncontroll'd you may in judgement fit "Ip 

We'll never differ with a crowded pit : 

Nell take yon all, &en on your baun conditions, 

Think you great men, and wwond'rous politicians ; 

And if you flight the offers which we make you, 

No Brentford princes will for ftateſmen take qu. 
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